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Togetherness 

Qualification In Art Education 

Bachelor in visual art (BVA)—Utkal Culture University. 
Master course in stone carving (Sidac, BBSR) 
Certificate course in design. 


Other: international sand artist. 


Presently engaged in my _ training institution § at 
Bhubaneswar and Baripada. 


Other activities: Through my NGO named New Horizon 
giving service to poor and deprived students. 


Website 
Artpal 
Art Perspective 


Nature and anatomy based compositions are reflected in 
my paintings. 
Most of my paintings are executed on the spot by outdoor 


study, which is a regular activity of my work. 


| want to be Nature artist. My vision is to portray the simple 
folk life around us. 


| have envisioned making various compositions through 
creative design and abstract art. 


ABOUT GLOMAG 
GloMag is the coming together of writers in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions, and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the writer gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the writer's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you 
are sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and 
you turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands 
still, and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but 
these beautiful writings, expressions, and pictures. Your 
soul dances in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, 
it sways and chants. Somewhere someone is telling you 
about duality, someone tells you about a forlorn house 
without music, someone shows you how to love, and 
someone raises questions about existence itself. 
And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is 
still there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 
~ Glory Sasikala 
The copyrights of the works in this book vests with the 
individual authors. Prior written permission is required to 
reproduce any part of the magazine. 
© All rights reserved. 2022 


THESE ARE A FEW OF MY FAVORITE THINGS 


Sudeshna Mukherjee 


The one thing you can never fail at: 

Spinning yarns as per the requirement 

What would you name your boat if you had one? 
DREAM as | always cruise along in my DREAMBOAT 
The happiest moment in your life? 


When I won ZEE ANTAKSHARI (defeating smart youngsters) 
and brought home a truckload of gifts as prizes. 


If you could know the absolute and total truth to one 
question, what question would you ask? 


Oh God! When How and Where do you reside—in our 
hearts or elsewhere? 


Love is: 

Love is going ona road trip minus human baggage. 
Fav book: 

A Tale of Two Cities 

Fav movie: 

Ray's Pather Panchali/Kahani (first one) 

Fav song: 


Too many to name one—Meri Awaaz heen pehchan hai, 
Darling aankhon se aankhein char karne do, Dil hoom hoom 
kare 


Fav hobby: 
Singing/Philately 
Fav color: 


Blue 


Fav sport: 

Cricket 

Fav food: 

Biryani day in day out anytime anywhere 
Fav pet: 

Dog 

Fav actor: 

Celluloid—Naseeruddin Shah 


Real—Those hogging the mic on a dias promising stars to 
all sundry. 


Fav actress: 

Celluloid—Shabana Azmi/Tabu 

Real—Maids who return after taking a French Leave 
Life philosophy: 

Raise your hand to be counted always 

One-liner describing you: 

There goes the funny woman in elegance and dignity. 
Favorite holiday destination: 


Andaman (as of now) 


Favorite quote: 
This too shall pass 
Sign Off message: 


Don't waste time worrying and fretting over things over 
which you have no control, learn to let go. 


Don't take yourself too seriously. 
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A MOTHER AND HER BOY 

By the hotel City Tower 

A mother spreads a plastic sheet 
On the side of a busy street 

And on it sleeps her darling boy 
Eyes closed like the boy just killed, 


Body still and covered with a cheap quilt. 


Beside her boy likes doctor's advice slips 
And some x-ray plates decorate boy's bed 


His mother moves both hands and asks 


And some take pity and hurriedly pass 


Some drop coins and closely survey the amazing scene. 


Like a corpse before being buried or burnt 
The boy lies dead amid the hurried feet 

Is the boy acting on city's open street? 

Is his mother playing her assigned part? 


Or is God watching His play's rehearsal again? 


Abu Siddik: | am a writer, residing in Berhampore, 
Murshidabad, India. | work as Assistant Professor. | have 
contributed to various e-journals and anthologies. | have 
also published six books. Website: www.abusiddik.com 


MISERABLE 

This poem is about the anniversary of the war in 2003. 
09/04/2003 Iraq 

Should | be sorry to have crying eyes, 

With black hair as a starless twilight’s 

and black moustache as an autumn cloud 


raining drops of misery to another sorrowful day. 


lam fluent in an emotional language that 


was my own since the day | was born sad 


lam lost between my morality and culture 


| grow up constantly refusing to believe in myself. 


There is nothing to hide behind my heart, 
Sad tales and sad songs are often exchanged 
Happy words don't have the same meaning 


| failed when | tried to be optimistic about this world. 


| don't know how to laugh without drinking liquor 
Behind every smile, | share with those strangers 
| break my roots along with my branches of Baghdad, 


and proudly burn the flag of peace, that lied to me 
nineteen years ago. 


Ahmad Al-Khatat: He was born in Baghdad, Iraq. His work 
has appeared in print and online journals globally and he 
has poems translated into several languages. He has been 
nominated for Best of the Net 2018. He is the author of The 
Bleeding Heart Poet, Love On The War’s Frontline, Gas 
Chamber, Wounds from Iraq, Roofs of Dreams, The Grey 
Revolution, and Noemi & Lips of Sweetness. He lives in 
Montreal, Canada. 
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FIRST LOVE 
The girl was beautiful and had a vibrant name 
She sang romantic songs in a lyric soprano 


and she opened heaven’s gates by her voice. 


Frédéric caressed the ivory keys 

to sound out the name of “Konstancja”. 
The piano revealed the secrets 

of their meetings and sighs. 


The black notes danced the polkas joyfully, 
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changed to mazurkas 


and left for the encore in a stately polonaise. 


Their eyes met furtively in the stave. 

The fate offered not much — a diamond ring, 
Rossini’s “Lady of the Lake” at the farewell concert. 
The forgotten angel departed, 


died in Skierniewice. 
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Alicja Maria Kuberska: She is an awarded Polish poetess, 
novelist, journalist, editor. She is a member of the Polish 
Writers Associations in Warsaw, Poland and IWA Bogdani, 
Albania as well as other organisations. She has received 
two medals—the Nosside UNESCO Competition in Italy 
(2015) and European Academy of Science Arts and Letters 
in France (2017). She has also received a reward of 
international literary competition in Italy, “Tra le parole e 
‘elfinito” (2018). She was announced a poet of the 2017 
year by Soflay Literature Foundation (2018). She also 
received the Bolestaw Prus Prize Poland (2019), Culture 
Animator Poland (2019) and _ ffirst' prize Premio 
Internazionale di Poesia Poseidonia- Paestrum Italy (2019). 
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COHERING WITH THE ELEMENTS 
Simple happiness arises when 
we cohere with the elements. 
Where our heart’s whiskers 

twirl upward with joy touched 

as longing awakens within. 


Where our feet freely touch mud, 


Earth celebrates her new birth— 


white-yellow flowers scattered 
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Where soul-sense is heightened 
with aroma of grass and spirits carry 
us away into far and near places... 
Where life pulses in our bones 


with music of time as we sing silently. 


Majesty of mountains rises over rivers 
when we stand above worldly tidbits 
non-essential lives of newsmen and 
lawmakers, for all that matters are these: 
what the heart knows 

what the spirit sings 

what our hands contain 

what our eyes say 


where our feet take us... 
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The temple where we celebrate 

our mystery is the house we inhabit. 
Trees witness our every move. 
Breezes smile when the leaves turn. 


Life blesses with new songs. 


Ambika Talwar: She is an India-born educator, author, 
artist, and wellness consultant whose ecstatic poetry 
“bridges worlds.” Winner of the Great India Poetry Contest 
(2018) and Pushcart nominee, she has authored 4 Stars & 
25 Roses (for her father); My Greece: Mirrors & 
Metamorphoses, a poetic-spiritual travelogue. Her poems 
appear in several anthologies and journals. She has won an 
award for a short film. Recently retired as professor 
emerita (English), she also practices a fusion of holistic 
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modalities. She is board-member of CSPS (California State 
Poetry Society) and lives in USA and India. 


https://www.creativeinfinities.com 
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BAD STUDENT/GOOD STUDENT 

The boy who stood first in our class two 

is now a day labourer. 

Nobody now remembers his standing first 

in one of the very first exams 

of our academic life. 

Those who said—Morning shows the day, 
upon coming to know his result— 

have also forgotten that. 

The last bencher is now a government officer. 


Getting to learn that, those who considered him 
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to be dull now say—lIt is from the very beginning 


that he was a brilliant student. 


Aminool Islam: | am a poet residing in Bogra, Bangladesh. | 
work as an English language instructor. | have contributed 
to various anthologies. | am currently the sub-editor of a 
literary magazine named Neeharika. 
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istock 


And you once said 

And you once said, life is just yet another street 

And a summer stammered, in just yet another street 

A simmering weave of your long hair hiding 

Shadows infrequent beyond in just yet another street 

You looked up, a momentum of smiles took to a red sky 
We held to eachother stretched, in just yet another street 


An azan echoed from a minaret, an aroma of kebabs took 
us in again 


Kissing in another strangertime, a kite suddenly stood still, 
in just yet another street 
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And you once said, life is just yet another street 


And a summer hid us again, in just yet another street 


Amitabh Mitra: He is an Indian-born South African 
physician, poet and artist. He is one of the most widely 
published poets globally. 


31 


THE RED EARTH 
A train is cutting across the red earth 


Of the Indian countryside. 


A young woman stares out 


from the wide train window 


it’s iron bars slatting 
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each scene into four parts : 

The blue sky above 

The red earth below 

The mud huts with straw roofs, and 
The lush green trees and bushes 


in the two middle slats. 


People in sparse clothing 
herding their cattle 

tending their fields 

cooking their food 

playing with their children 
weaving bamboo baskets 
drying their crops 

washing their clothes 

going about their lives 
unconcerned about the passing 


of trains on railway tracks. 
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Now and then 
a stream and a culvert 
a river and a bridge 


a pond and people fishing. 


And everywhere, the red earth. 


She is fascinated. 


It’s a life very different 


from her cosmopolitan one. 
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*} 


Amita Sarjit Ahluwalia: | am a retired civil servant but at 
heart a poet and teacher. | write, mostly poetry, in English, 
Hindi, Urdu and Punjabi. | was awarded the NISSIM 
International Poetry Award (First Prize) 2019 and then the 
Reuel International Award (First Prize) 2020 for Non-Fiction 
Prose by The Significant League, a well-known Creative 
Writing Group on Facebook. Recently, the Destiny 
International Community of Poets based out of Wakefield, 
England, UK declared me Winner of their Poet of the Year 
2020 as well as Critic of the Year 2020 recognitions. 
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Portrait of Vincent van Gogh 


He wrote a ten thousand poems 
and more 

No one took enough heed 
Nothing left 

in his mind 

to write 


one day 
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he "took his life 

as lovers often do", 
like Vincent 

on another 


‘starry, starry night.’ 
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Ampat Koshy: Dr. Koshy A.V. was till recently working as an 
Assistant Professor in the English Department of Jazan 
University, Saudi Arabia. He has many books, degrees, 
diplomas, certificates, prizes, and awards to his credit and 
also, besides teaching, is an editor, anthology maker, poet, 
critic and writer of fiction. He runs an autism NPO with his 
wife, Anna Gabriel. Two of his co-authored books published 
in 2020 were Amazon best-sellers in India and USA, namely, 
Wine-kissed Poems with Jagari Mukherjee and Vodka by 
the Volga with Santosh Bakaya. His latest achievements are 
winning a certificate in Italy for his poetry, and editing an 
anthology as well as working as Visiting Professor in FET, 
Jain University, Bangalore, teaching Communicative English 
for Academic Purposes. 
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TREE 

Every tree is like the front door of 

an abandoned house that remains open, always, 
irrespective of arrivals and departures. 

One by one, many have left this abandoned house, 
who gathered here in autumns and winters, 
springs and summers, 

for fruits and shelter, for shadow and warmth. 

| watch silently, like the lonely tree. 

One by one, many have left, who gathered here 


in mornings and evenings, afternoons. 
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The abandoned house remains open 

and air fills all rooms and alleys, 

balcony and porch, in perpetual vacuum. 

Fresh birds are due to come, fresh ecstasy. 

The lonely tree prepares itself; 

doors are open, always. 

They will move out of the abandoned house 

once more in summer and autumn 

and come back again in mornings and afternoons, 
oblivion of the agony and joy 


of the tree. 
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Aneek Chatterjee: He is a poet and academic from Kolkata, 
India. He has been published in reputed literary magazines 
and anthologies across the globe. He has authored 14 
books, including three poetry collections and a novel. His 
third poetry collection, ‘Of Ashes and Persiflage (New Delhi 
and Kolkata, Hawakal) came out in November 2020. 
Chatterjee has a Ph.D. in International Relations and has 
been teaching in leading Indian and foreign universities. He 
was a Fulbright Visiting faculty at the University of Virginia, 
USA, and a recipient of the prestigious ICCR Chair to teach 
abroad. His poetry has been archived at Yale University. 
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IN THE HEAT OF THE MAY 

In the shade of a tree 

We sit in a circle and 
Through the sultry noon play 
Games of ludo to feel good 


In the scorching heat of the May 


In the evening when 


The Sun goes down in the 


West shedding the crimson ray 


42 


We jump into the water of 


The pond to beat heat of the May 


In the night a cool 

Wind blows over the rooftop 
Where in the silent night we lay 
We wake up to the sound of 


The roosters to face the heat of the May 


The morn is serene 

And we rush to the fields 

To jump over stakes of dry hay 
As the sun shines overhead we 


Enjoy mom's rice gruel in the heat of May 
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Anil Kumar Panda (alias Tiku): He was born in a small town, 
Brajrajnagar, in Odisha, India. He works in a coal mine 
sector. He writes poems and stories. He has published two 
books of poems, Fragrance of Love and Melody of Love. His 
poems have been published in many national and 
International Anthologies. He loves to write romantic 
poems. He likes travelling and meeting people of different 
nationalities and cultures. He takes inspiration from simple 
life of the villagers and Nature’s beauty still thriving in rural 
areas. He enjoys walking by streams and into forests to be 
with flora and fauna. 
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https://popular-century.blogspot.com/2018/05/abstract-wine- 
glass-painting.html 


DALLIANCE 


My soul and | have never been on talking terms 


Sometimes | trudge up to his tavern 
Other times, it comes to me 
| have lost count of the miles | travel 


Or do not 
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Perhaps the calluses on my feet keep count 


Or perhaps not 


The door is always left ajar 
He does not greet me 
or discreetly pull out a seat 


But suddenly, his hush is everywhere 


He pours his silence for me into my cup 
that | first hold still for a moment at my lip 
As | sip it, sip by slow sip 

his wine tingles my insides 

and spreads itself warmly 

like the sequined quilt of the night 


that does not wink at my devils 
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Each time, the wine he serves 

is different 

Do | see a hint of a smile as he steps back? 
Perhaps not 

He does not refill my cup 

They don’t, in this tavern 

You need to return 


Or leave your address 
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Anju Kishore: Anju Kishore, a published poet and editor, 
likes to call herself a Window Wanderer. Once a 
professional accountant, her calling now is letting her spirit 
leap off the ledge of her window, into not only the bluetiful 
beyond but also into the humdrum of living, the clatter of 
which she attempts to placate with the warp and weft of 
words. 
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SEEDS OF HOPE 

The day breaks open like a giant seed pod, 
spilling its treasures before us. 
Expectations scattering on the wind, 


to find their new homes and take root. 


Lingering a little too long 


| lose sight of my journey, 
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drifting into that unknown place 


of mind and thought. 


Memories of you 
and how your hand touched my face, 
filling stray moments lost in the sands 


of an abandoned sea shore. 


Cold ocean waves washing away 
yesterday’s footprints of time. 
| walk past fragments of life 


floating on a tidal pool of dreams. 


The day pushes on 


in breaths and sighs 


as | continue on my way, 
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watching the seeds of hope 


drifting out with the tide. 


Published by Raven Cage Ezine, September 2017 


Ann Christine Tabaka: | am a poet and writer residing in 
Delaware, USA. | am a retired organic chemist and a retired 
personal trainer. | have 14 poetry books. | was nominated 
for the 2017 Pushcart Prize in Poetry. | was the winner of 
Spillwords Press 2020 Publication of the Year (Poetic), my 
bio is featured in the “Who’s Who of Emerging Writers 
2020 and 2021,” published by Sweetycat Press. 


*(a complete list of publications is available upon request) 
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FRIENDSHIP: A TRIBUTE FOR THE WORLD 
Strong relationships are not made 
in giant, 

sweeping strokes, 

but in continuity of 

little connections 

and kindness, 

lying down beside you 

and listening 

when anything doing 

can't happen, 


take new experiences 
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every moment 

and give the same 

every moment, 

together making revival strategies, 
following up in their 

bad times, 

enjoying equally 

their great times, 

sharing vulnerabilities, 
asking for help 

and advice 

thus making your pal valued, 
self-disclosure with 

right person 

creates unending trust 

so mutually beneficial, 
relying on humility and 


recognition of human fallibility, 
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Commitment and giving 

the permission to feel safe 
in their own skin 

is the key, 

and results are there 

for all to see, 

solid friendship can help you 
shed pounds, 

sleep better 

at times weep better, 

quit smoking 

and support you through illness, 
in friend so fragile 

in build and make up 

you find an unequal king, 
this is so true for human 

and individual friendship 


so equally true for friendship 
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between nations, 
we can vouch 


without malice towards anyone 


and aberrations. 


Ashish Kumar Pathak: He is a middle school teacher in 
Bihar. 
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THE LAST VOYAGE... 
It was a summer evening as usual 


Exhausted, pale eyes, no singing of birds... 


Softened with tears, you left us saying adieu 


A stoic silence, barren land in front 


You a dead alphabet now, in silence 


The fragrance of soft wet mud 
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You are in eternal sleep 


What a cursed sleep it was 


The evening turned into a black stone 


You walked away silent in the dark 


The voyage comes to an end 


A whirlwind of sorrows 


Life's last summer, Goodbye! 


Never to come back as bohemian clouds... 
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Asoke Kumar Mitra: He studied at Hindu school and St. 
Xavier's College, Kolkata, and is a retired journalist and was 
editor of ‘Calcutta Canvas’ and ‘Indus Chronicle’. He is a 
bilingual poet. He has contributed to various anthologies 
published in India and abroad. His poems are translated 
into various languages. 'Savage Wind' is his first poetry 
book, a bilingual edition, translated into Spanish by 
Mexican poet Josep Juarez. 'Song Of Pebbles’ is his second 
bilingual poetry book, which is translated into French. 
Poetry, photography, paintings are his passions. 
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UKRAINE! 
’ll jot late thoughts, 
For I'll soon enough be gone... 
But you'll be here, 


And you'll be soldiering on 


If we sleep, 
Imposters will steal our sleep. 
If we creep, 


Tyrant tigers leap 
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Ukraine, 

You are throat for the voiceless 
When some voices dare not speak, 
Ukraine, 

You are hope of whole countries 


Against bully’s with a coward streak 


You are Ukraine, 

You are a Nightingale 

That can turn into an eagle, 
You are Ukraine, 

In the flash of a moment 


When once you are beleaguered 


If we oversleep, 


We are slaughtered easy as sheep. 
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If we creep, 


Tyrant tigers leap 


Barry Pittard: | am a poet, lyricist and short story writer, 
living in the Hinterland of South East Queensland, Australia. 
lama retired (refreshed!) teacher, and have also worked as 
an NGO among the socially marginalised. | have broadcast 
on social just and world music themes on community radio. 
In the theatre, | worked as an actor, director and writer. 
Presently, | am doing a personal dance sadhana, extensively 
using the superb music of Uma Mohan. 
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BOOK TREES 

look! the trees are books 

it's leaves are pages 

it's branches are wisdom 
that reaches out to humanity 
all the trees are a library 


that educates the mind 
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Bevan Boggenpoel: He was born in Salt Lake, Port 
Elizabeth, South Africa. Boggenpoel completed a 
Baccalaureate in Education at the Nelson Mandela 
Metropolitan University. He launched his debut anthology 
in December 2016, and sold 200 copies locally. He is also an 
author at a South African website known as Litnet 
(Literature Network in South Africa). His poetry is written in 
a South African context that covers different issues in daily 
life. In his writings he strives to tell a story or teach a lesson 
that will inspire and motivate. He is currently a teacher at 
Bethelsdorp Road Primary in the northern areas of Port 
Elizabeth. 
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UNSETTLING IMAGES 

Will our planet live 

For our great grandchildren? 
Can they be able to have 


The luxury of a forest? 


Will there still be 

mountains and rivers? 

What should they be eating? 
Will some pills substitute 


for their food? 
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How many animals and birds’ species 
survive by their time? 
How will be the sky looking 


Will it be blue or only smoggy? 


| shudder at the thought 

Of a nuclear or 

a biological war 

Will the countries come together 
To stop the destruction 


of our earth? 


Who knows, 

Given that of man's recklessness 
Combined with his greediness 

a minor mistake 


May land us 
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in Chernobyl like tragedies 


On a far bigger scale! 


What earth should we leave? 
May be some remnants 


Stored in memory chips! 
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Bharati Nayak: She is a bilingual poet, critic and translator 
from Bhubaneswar, India. She has done her graduation 
from Raveshaw College, Cuttack and post-graduation from 
Utkal University, Bhubaneswar. Her poems have been 
published in more than hundred books, e-books and 
magazines of national and international repute. She has so 
far published eight books. She was conferred the Sahitya 
Lahari award by International Cosmos Society, India in 2018 
and Star Ambassador of World Poetry And Art 
Philosophique Poetica International Award in Literature by 
the World Poetry Conference in Bhatinda, Punjab, India in 
2019. 
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NINOS DE LA POBREZA ETERNA 
an ovillejo after Fidelio Ponce de Leon’s “Ninos” 


In Rembrandt hues they pause before 

coarse nature, 

abject children who can’t escape 

this drab landscape— 

nor its archives of oppression 

and desperation. 

Barren famine distends them 

into el Greco perspective, 

babes suckling on the effects of 

coarse nature, this drab landscape—and desperation. 
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Bill Cushing: Now retired after 23 years of teaching college 
English, Bill Cushing continues writing both poetry and 
prose as well as facilitating a weekly workshop for 9 
Bridges, A Writers Community. His ongoing project is a 
memoir about his time serving in the U. S. Navy and after 
working on commercial vessels as well. His contribution this 
month is an ekphrastic piece that is from ". . .this just in. . 
.. his latest chapbook. 


69 


DARKNESS FALLS 

Emollient wind graces my countenance 
Relieving the burning eyes, 

Far beyond the orange ball slithers away 
Into a land of nowhere 

Sweats, in a haste, dry 


As temperatures fall by. 


Birds flock towards their nests 


to warmly nestle. 


Eager eyes wait above balcony’s rail 
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Watching their loved ones, back home trail. 
Haggard and frail forms leave their farms 


with eager steps, to feed on soup warm. 


The wealthy, their drive way leave 

dressed in their silvery weave 

ready to be absorbed in the richness of the night 
when many secrets and mysteries bloom. 

The twilight heralds for some a way to revive 


while for some it’s a call for respite 


And for me, a period of conundrum, 

as | prepare to leave what was behind, 

when | see high up, a silver disk shine 
memories rebirth taking me back to those short 
but sure days of joy and inadvertently 


bring a smile, clearing up a cluttered mind. 
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Bilquis Fatima: She loves Nature and speaks for social 
issues, expressing her feelings in the form of short articles 
and speeches right from her college time. Poetic Aroma is 
her first published book of poems and she is a regular 
contributor to GloMag and On Fire Cultural movement. Her 
poems have also been published in various national and 
international publications. She has also contributed to 
some Anthologies, “Queen” published by Vishwa Bharti 
Research Center being the first one, Nostalgia by Prose and 
Poetry Group, Inked Thoughts by The Impish Lass 
Publications, The Roseate Anthology, Ruddy Ravens and 
Cheshire cats and Rusty Rats by The Significant League 
group, being the latest one. 
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Bishnu 


A LONE BALD TREE 

One evening 

| saw a bald tree 

Standing far at the horizon, 

Alone, 

As darkness crept in, enveloping the vicinity, 
Ah! With neither a friend nor even a foe around, 


How helpless the tree is! 
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Night throughout, 
| tossed and turned on the bed, 


Sleep didn't touch my eyelid 


Waking up in the morning, 
| rushed to the tree 
| looked at it in askance, 


‘Friend, alone you do not panic, | see! 


'O, Poet! Why do you worry for me? 
Rooted firmly deep on the earth 

| stand straight and resilient, 

Feeling wrath of wind and rain, 
Aloneness has strengthened me yet more 


Helplessness has added to my vigour,’ 
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Said the tree 


Bishnu Charan Parida: He is from Jajpur Road, Odisha, 
India, and is a bilingual poet. His poems have been 
published in many anthologies and magazines of national 
and international repute. He has been honoured and has 
won awards from many literary organisations. 
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ONE DAY 


a dream 


Sometime in the future 

think about it 

if you dare 

there will only be one country 
with no need 

for borders to cross 

everything will be for each other 


everything that we can share 
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sometime in the future 


it will happen one day 


if there are no countries 

it will be the end 

to all war 

in the future the colour of skin 
won't matter 

we're all human beings 

with no more hate and prejudice 


all these things that we abhor 


sometime in the future 


it will happen one day 


sometime in the future 


it is something 
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| believe 

everyone will help each other 
and won't think 

about any reward 

| hope some will agree with me 


and I'm not just being naive 


sometime in the future 


it will happen one day 
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Brian Mackenzie: | was born in Inverness in 1949 and have 
lived there until 1969. Since then | lived in Lond and Saudi 
Arabia. | have worked most of my life in the Airline Industry 
which enabled me to travel the world quite easily and 
cheaply. | am now retired and have lived in Spain for the 
last ten years. | only started writing since | retired in 2009 
and it is only in the last few years | started writing songs 
and poems and | suppose have become quite prolific. | self- 
published 6 books and 1 book by a publisher, the second 
soon to be released. 
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ROOTS AND CONNECTIONS 

A roseate sonnet 

Scintillating silk saris glittering as starlit nights, 

in contrast to the city’s burning turkey noons; 

the heady reverberations of the opera of the Marina waves 


on special nights of shimmering full moons... 


Yellow jackfruit boats anchored to basket shores 


of vendors on everyday-electric trains; 
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the crystals of sweat of a squeezing crowd on public buses, 


and the baritone ripples of an Illayaraja concert to alleviate 
pains... 


letting that lover boy rain shamelessly kiss my skin 
on an open terrace, while paarijaatams give 


pearl-white grins... 


Roots know routes to directly reach my heart, 
Outwardly alone, documents testify an 
immigrant’s identity, 

Starbucks latte foams are ephemeral, 

eternal but Amma’s home-made filter coffee taste. 
Marina: A beach in Chennai 

Ilayaraja: A very famous music director 


Paarijaatams: Night jasmines 
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Brindha Vinodh: She is a poet, writer, blogger and a former 
copyeditor. She has contributed to several anthologies and 
been published on several international magazines, e-zines 
and journals, Glomag, Soflay, Metverse Muse, Setu, to 
name a few. She has recently released her debut poetry 
book titled “Autumn in America & other poems” through 
Setu. publications, Pittsburgh, USA. Her recent 
achievements include commendable mentions in two 
categories, “Poet of the year” and “Critic of the Year” for 
2021 in Destiny Poets’ International community of Poets 
(ICOP) Wakefield, UK. 
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SALVATION 

As Death reaches 

A person lost in Nothingness 
Instantly vanishes all — 
Actor, actions and their fruits 
The whole worldly existence 
Melts into thin air 

Then — 

Soul needs not 

Cast off worn out garments 


And wear new ones. 
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B S Tyagi: He is from India and is a bilingual poet and 
novelist. He has several books — fiction and non-fiction — to 
his credit. His poems and short stories have been included 
in a number of anthologies. His writes-ups, short stories 
and poems appear in national and international literary 
magazines. Besides, he has translated seven poetry books 
from Hindi into English. Inner joy of creativity is the best 
prize to him. 
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MORPHON 
| should never have come here 


Yes, the fortuneteller was mistaken 


The humans, a vague meagerness 


Life form bowing to the oath of lords 


When man evolved into a semi-machine 


Peering into the abyss of the absurd 
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In a vision of radiation towards a 


Dreamscape of artificial intelligence 


The day again turned on its slow wheel 


Affirming shadows by denying them. 


Carl Scharwath: Carl Scharwath has appeared globally with 
170+ journals selecting his poetry, prose, interviews, 
essays, plays or art. Two poetry books Journey to Become 
Forgotten (Kind of a Hurricane Press) and Abandoned 
(Scars Tv) have been published. His new book The 
Playground of Destiny (Impspired Press) features prose, 
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poems, and photography. His first photography book was 
published by Praxis in Africa. His photography was also 
exhibited in the Mount Dora and Leesburg Center for The 
Arts galleries. Carl is the art editor for Minute Magazine 
(USA), a competitive runner, and a 2nd degree black-belt in 
Taekwondo. Carl was recently nominated for Best of the 
Net 2021 award and was a finalist for the Mary Cassatt 
award for photography. 
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Bothers less if we are alive 

Burnt or buried. 

Keeps rising, setting, rising again. 

Hills valleys wake up to new voices. 

We scooped from lake, then cupped under taps, 
now we have it bottled, canned 

We have changed a lot 

Experiments have gone awry, 

real to virtual. 

From swords to bullets to bombs. 


That can set fire to nations, 
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we have devised methods to 
fight and hide, 
hide and fight. 


Craft words that hide our thirst for blood. 


Chandramohan Naidu: He is a retired bank employee, now 
a freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai, part 
of the poetry circle which meets first Wednesday of every 
month. He writes poems to be subsequently brought out 
into a collection. 
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PROMETHEUS 

The screams of burning children curse my ears 
Was it for this | gave the gift of fire? 

Stole it from heaven against gods’ fears 

Am | the one who lit this grisly pyre? 

Each day an eagle comes to eat my liver 

Which grows anew for torment, worse the pain 
My ingenuity did deliver. 

Monsters | created, can | explain 


Extinguished forests, and plumes of smoke 
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From death-camp ovens, people worse than pigs 
Whom | wanted to make gods? | must choke 

On my arrogance, a talon digs 

Tear at my vanity not my entrails! 

| gave humans fire, set them light to burn 


A brightest darkness, my ambition fails 


Such is the legacy to which | turn. 


Christopher Villiers: | am a poet residing in Braunton, 
England. | work as a writer. | have contributed to various 
anthologies and have also published three volumes of 
poetry. 
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DAY OFF 


long slow afternoon 
old movie in the corner 


flashes silently 


May came on tiptoe 


the skies weren’t too unruly 


windows all open 
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cigar smoke curling 
toward the shadowed ceiling 


as the day’s light wanes 


remembering spring 


as a child still wandering 


thoughts like leaves flutter 
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Dale Adams: | am a poet and musician residing in 
Oklahoma, USA. | work in an auto dealership. | have been 
writing poems and composing songs since 2011. | have my 
own SoundCloud Channel where many of my songs and 
poems can be heard. | have converted other poets work 
into songs for them. My work has appeared in several 
anthologies. 
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ALARM! WAR! 

They are there the criminals of war 
With their bombardments stunning 
The sky and the cities of Ukraine. 
Opposites what do they do? 
Opposites are made 

To the sound of weapons 

And they are just as criminals of war 
That they. 

Their arrogance is useless 

Nor their threats of sentences 


Well they are dismayed 
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And they stay scared 

Leaving the field free 

To crime and vile murder 

Of a defenseless population 

Who sees his honor, his country and his life 
Hanging from the barrels of tanks 
As if those were cat fur. 

As always some condemn 

And others applaud and bless 
That's how bad humans are! 
While the echo of the bombs 
They hear resound 

In villages, in towns and cities 
Seriously raise their necks 

Those who take part 

In these joys of war 

And their weapons factories. 


Who would believe that in the 21st century 
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Being smart 

As they say we are humans 

One another 

Scale regions, countries and nations 
With panic, terror, crime and fear! 
So bad are those criminals 

Eastern frights 

Like the ones in the west 

So scary 

Only for the desire to steal, loot 
And annihilate nations 

To achieve an empire. 


Damn they arej 


97 


Daniel de Culla: He is a writer, poet, painter and 
photographer. He’s member of the Spanish Writers 
Association, Earthly Writers International Caucus, Poets of 
the World, (IA) International Authors, Surrealism Art, 
Friends of The Blake Society, Nietzsche Circle, and others. 
He is the Director of Gallo Tricolor Review and Robespierre 
Review. He participated in many Festivals of Poetry, and 
Theater, and has collaborated and collaborates with various 
magazines and magazines such as: Otoliths; The Stray 
Branch, Down in the Dirt Magazine, Allien Buddha Zine, and 
others. e-mail: gallotricolor@yahoo.com 
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CLEAN SHEETS 


My mind is an open 
Window and you are 
The soothing breeze 


On a hot summer night 


My body is a cool river 


Glistening in the moonlight 


My toes wiggle for you 
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David Norris: He lived in Asia for 30 years. He resided in 
Seoul, where he lectured in writing and literature for the 
University of Maryland University College-Asia on US 
military bases all around the peninsula. His work has 
appeared in The Chariton Review, Taproot Literary Review, 
Poetry San Francisco, USA Deep South online, and The Dan 
River Anthology. David was born in the small town of 
Covington, Virginia, way up in the Alleghany Mountains. He 
left when he was 20 and has been traveling ever since. 
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IMAGINE A WORLD 
A tribute for the people of the Ukraine and Russia 


Imagine a world where the warriors are infused with 
wisdom, 


Imagine a world where sagacious soldiers, 


in their hundreds of thousands, refused to be invaders, 
ravagers, and murderers, 


A world where the patriots refused to put their precious 
lives on the line for psychopaths... 


Imagine a world... 
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Imagine a world where the children are cherished, 
Where the ladies are celebrated, 

Where the men are worthy of love, 

Where the elderly are revered, adored and respected. 


Imagine a world... 


Imagine a world where greed is seen to be as disgusting as 
war. 


Imagine a world where racism is seen as the purgatory of 
the retarded. 


Imagine a world... 


Imagine a world where the ashamed bigots realised that 
they reek with the stench of the irrational, 


Imagine a world where arrogance is the arena of the 
absurd. 


Imagine a world... 
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Imagine a world where all may see the divine in diverse 
cultures, 


And eclectic music plays a symphony of love in our spirits, 
Imagine a world where the fiends are subjected to justice, 
Imagine a world where the traitors are ashamed 


And the sweetness of the soul is savoured. 


Imagine a world where the dreams of Gandhi, King and 
Mandela are not dreams, 


Imagine a world! 
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Deena Padayachee: Dr Deena Padayachee is a medical 
doctor, a graduate of Natal University in South Africa. He is 
the recipient of the Olive Schreiner and Nadine Gordimer 
prizes for prose. His poems have been published in India 
(GloMag), the United Kingdom, the USA, Australia and 
South Africa. His book of liberation poems, ‘A Voice from 
the Cauldron’ was published during Apartheid in 1986. 
Some of his oeuvres have been translated into Xhosa, Zulu, 
Tamil, Hindi and Italian. He has been invited to speak at 
literary conferences at universities in Germany, India, 
Denmark, Mauritius, the USA and South Africa. 
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PRECOGNITION 

Dear ceiling, 

It's eleven eleven. Almost the witching hour. 
The universe takes a screenshot of my thoughts, 


such simpletons in their complexities. 
Fireflies swim outside my window in a river of air, 
luring me into the mysteries circling outside. 


The night unfolds its quilted blanket 
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and sprinkles it with the glitter of diamonds. 


Some slant on an Odyssey into my eyes. 


| close them. They glow from the inside. 


My eyelashes turn rainbow as | secretly wear my beloved 
on my skin. 


The one I've never met. 

His illusory face rolls out with infectious laughter. 
A gushing in the rapids of my blood, 

An echo in the hollow of my bones. 


An elusive ache in my entire body, shifting from organ to 
organ. 


And this insane fantasy shall ever continue, 

until my skin shrivels up into hard leather, 

until my bones disintegrate into crushed powder, 
until my body grows antidotes to pain 


and my blood turns to water. 
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Until then | shall carry on wearing my beloved on my skin. 


The one I've never met. 


Deepika Chand: She is quintessentially artistic and sees 
herself as a Poet, Artist, Mystic, Empath, Forest Lover, Tea 
Person and a Mind Wanderess. She has won Editor’s Choice 
Awards in the U.S. in the past. More recently, she was 
honored by ‘The Nissim International Poetry Prize’ 2020. In 
addition, she has co-authored her and Pushcart debut book 
‘The Blue Hours’ with Professor Nominee, Dr. Koshy AV. 
Her poems have been featured in prestigious anthologies. 
Presently, she is writing in her new glowing Avatar “JUGNI 
(The Mind Wanderess)’. She also paints ‘Abstract 
Figuratives’ and ‘Portraitures’. Three of her paintings have 
graced the covers of Karamvir Puruskaar Awardee Rashmi 
Anand’s books. 
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UNTITLED 
| stand at the crossroads dressed in blue 
Vehicles fly past me 


| smell the city 
| look forward to my lungs turning black 
Before my body does 


It'll cease to smell someday 


| have picked up a new habit 


of hiding the dark within my dark 
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These days the skyline doesn't look blue 
Damn let them all merge 
All into me 


Me into you 


Black isn't a very welcoming colour anyways 
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Deepti Singh: | am a doctor by profession and | love writing 
short stories and poems as a hobby. 
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DANISH INFERNO 
Echoes of War — Another world war reaching Danish shores 
whilst the radio sings of happier times as the church bells 
chime maybe for one last time and a priest prepares for a 


last communion praying for peace hoping for divine release 
of 


existential blessings to protect a congregation a community 
a 
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city a country a culture a proud history and legacy as the 
clouds 


of war swirl ominously and thunder signals what is to come 
as 


as for some, life goes on despite the warnings whispered in 


dark corners as preparations are made to evacuate 
imminently. 


Shell-shocked — A young girl looking up to blue skies her 
eyes 


full of hope and wonder as she wanders along a country 
lane 


wondering what to do today but this was not to be a 
normal day 


as a sudden explosion rips the skies open and up ahead she 
sees 


the unfortunate target of a random bombing realising the 
family 


in the car is no more so she released a harrowing cry yet 
unable 
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to hear her own apocalyptic lament of this shocking and 
unexpected 


event whilst stumbling home in utter horror then the gut- 
wrenching 


realisation that she is unable to verbalise what has haunted 
her so as 


her father demanded an explanation for this haunting 
unknown situation. 


Eagles of Death — As a rattled city woke up to a world war 
reaching their 


front doors, chaos erupted whilst metal eagles of death 
released weapons 


of mass destruction crushing a church where the children 
were hiding in the 


cellar causing untold carnage followed by an eerie silence 
until a young 


nun called out their names but only one girl responded, her 
hair ash white — 


Ghost March — A city in ruins a community shattered and 
from behind the black 
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rain they emerged, the young survivors now covered in the 
sacrificial ashes of 


the fallen — Their innocence vaporised their existence 
punctured and a mute girl 


recording the names of survivors of this horrific historic 
parents enraged by 


innocence lost their loved ones crushed by metal in a 
Danish inferno... 
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Don Beukes: Don Beukes is a South African, British and EU 
writer, blogger and Podcaster. He is a Poetry Chapbook 
Reviewer at The Poetry Café. He has written Ekphrastic 
Poetry since 2015 collaborating with artists internationally. 
He is the author of ‘The Salamander Chronicles’, ‘Icarus 
Rising-Volume 1’ (ABP), an ekphrastic collection, ‘Sic Transit 
Gloria Mundi’ (Concrete Mist Press) and ‘The Girl in the 
Stone’ -The Monte Arabi Collection (Imspired Publishing). 
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CROCK 
In a minute second 
In the second minute 


of the year— 


| did not notice 

that the gods 

of my ears, my eyes, 
my hands, my mind 


took their sudden leave. 
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| could see 

no scythe, no valkyrie, 

no blue myriad-eyed ram, 
no acrobats or clowns 

to remind me 

how experience 

is so fleeting. 


No feather-tilting scales. 


The air merely escaped 
from a closed jar 


to a larger atmosphere. 
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Duane Vorhees: He grew up in rural Ohio, fell in love, went 
to school, fell in love, stuck his toe on bits of four 
continents, fell in love, taught and learned various subjects, 
fell in love, grew chronologically and physically. Fell in love, 
fell in love fell in love. ‘Love's Autobiography’ is the first 
part of a longer meditation, ‘The Many Loves of Duane 
Vorhees’. It is based on a lifetime of observation, 
imagination, introspection, experience, and fantasy. 
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EVIL ONES 

Translated by Artur Komoter 
Will we be able to tell 

that there were those 


who killed the future? 


In the roar of the shots, 


we try to whisper life. 


The eyes speak only with silence: 


—we are afraid of death. 
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Life is 

—trembling. 

Despite all this 

it is hope for another 


—smile of chance. 


Perhaps because of it 
the evil ones 


will not hear our silence? 
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Eliza Segiet: Received Global Literature Guardian Award 
from Motivational Strips, World Nations Writers Union and 
Union Hispanomundial De Escritores (UHE) 2018. Laureate 
Naji Naaman Literary Prize 2020, International Award 
Paragon of Hope (2020), World Award 2020 Cesar Vallejo 
for Literary Excellence. Laureate of the Special Jury Sahitto 
International Award 2021, World Award Premiul Fanus 
Neagu 2021. At the international Festival of Poetry 
CAMPIONATO MONDIALE DI POESIA (2021/2022) she won 
the title of vice-champion of the world. Award BHARAT 
RATNA RABINDRANATH TAGORE INTERNATIONAL AWARD 
(Marc 2022) 
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A SMILE INSIDE 

| never wish 

for a slimmer walk. 
Take from the sky, 


to hear you talk. 


Its tender cottage 
of renewals crown. 
The smiles laugh 


at Satan’s frown. 
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| have you uncaged, 
with ample stride. 
Gaze of emotion, 


With a smile inside. 
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Ferris E Jones: He is an award-winning, internationally 
published poet and screenwriter living in Puyallup 
Washington. His work has appeared in both print and 
online magazines and journals. He is the recipient of two 
grants from the Nevada Arts Council and _ the 
Editor/Publisher of Nevada Poets 2009. Ferris has twice 
received honorable mention awards from Writers Digest 
annual screenwriting contest. He is also the Author/Editor 
of seven collections of poetry. You can learn more about 
Ferris E. Jones by visiting www.inquisitionpoetry.com 
where each month he features the work of other poets. 
The goal of this site is to spread the word of poetry 
throughout the world. 
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OVER LAND AND SEA 

Over land and sea 

It is very clear to see 

From castle to kingdom 

Between war and freedom 

Of all the fortresses against war that men crave 


There is no place absolutely safe as the grave. 
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Over land and sea 

It is very clear to see 

From poverty to wealth 

Of sickness and health 

Of all the differences between every sort 


In the end both slaves and Kings smell of rot. 
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Francis Otole: Francis Otole is a Nigerian born poet and 
academician. A member of the Association of Nigerian 
authors (ANA) and many other literary groups. He is an 
award-winning poet from the local and_ international 
scenes. He has been featured in magazines, journals, and 
anthologies, locally and internationally. He is a graduate of 
the prestigious Benue State University and a student of life. 
His hobby is reading and writing. He is married with two 
children. 
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A LITTLE BIRD 

A little bird woke up early, as always at sunrise 

She shook her sleepy wings and opened her tiny eyes 

The sun made her smile; she knew it would be a bright day 


Little did she know about the storms soon coming her way 


She flew around and enjoyed the wind beneath her wings 


Nibbled at worms in grass and sipped water from the 
springs 
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She met her mate, since a few days they had been wooing 


They decided to build a common nest, together they kept 
cooing 


They each toiled hard and gathered a pile of twigs, grass 
and leaves 


And built a lovely home together, though it had no roof or 
eaves 


Soon their abode was home to an egg, something they had 
wanted and dreamed 


They chirped and sang with joy, unaware of evil eyes that 
plotted and schemed 


Sadly for the birds, some kids spotted the egg and made 
naughty plans to steal 


While they were away looking for food, their young one 
was made into a meal 


A storm broke out and before the birds got home, their 
nest got swept away 


Heartbroken and dejected, the little bird’s partner too left 
her that fateful day 
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The next morning, she still woke up early, as always at 
sunrise 


She shook her tired, weary wings and opened her teary 
eyes 


The sun gave her strength, it helped her smile; she hoped it 
would be a bright day 


She had survived a terrible storm and was no longer afraid 
of what came her way. 
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Gargi Sarkhel Bagchi: She hails from Pune, India. A 
university topper in her M.A. with German studies, she 
received a fully funded DAAD-scholarship to complete her 
second Master’s from LMU, Munich. The thesis she wrote 
there was published by GRIN publishing house, Germany 
and is available on Amazon worldwide. A German teacher 
for 18 years, she has been pursuing her passion for writing 
since 2013 and has contributed her writings towards 
innumerable’ prestigious national and __ international 
publications. Though currently engaged full-time as a tutor 
with Deutsch Uni Online, Munich, for students world over 
and as a German corporate trainer, she looks forward to 
publishing a compilation of her writings soon. 
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LOVE, LOVING, LOVER 


Now an ocean 


Now a wolf 


One day it may be a shape you like 
Another day it may be someone you hate 
Love is nothing 


If not amaze mate 


Love hides 


Love seeks 
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Love goes dumb 
Love speaks 
Love stumbles 
Love scours skies 
Love lives 


Love dies 


Love is the word 

That occupies your world 

You take the beast on 

Hoping that love will tame his haughty soul 
But you forget that loving and being a lover 


Have nothing to do with each other 
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Gauri Dixit: When not busy working in her office, she is 
busy being a traveller, climbing mountains, walking on 
untrodden paths, capturing the voice of a solitary flower 
blossoming from a rock or the bird sitting on a hanging 
branch, sometimes the setting sun or the sea in her camera 
as well as in the words she weaves. Her poems speak in a 
voice which is unique, cold and direct. That she has been a 
part of many anthologies as well as a Reuel Prize awardee 
and had commendable mention at Destiny's Poet is 
incidental. In her first book, ‘In My Skin, | Find Freedom’, 
there are poems on varied subjects, yet there is a common 
thread of a skeptical questioning mind of a free woman. 
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SOLITARY AFFAIR 

Cities don't attract me much 
Verdant valleys always | search 
Narrow lanes are not for me 


To the woods my heart wants to flee 


| am fond of the pristine green 


Love to flow with the river serene 
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The earth awaits me to unfold treasures unseen 


Nature and | are closely akin 


Like a vagabond wind | drift here and there 
Romancing with nature is such a lovely solitary affair 
| listen to the music of the Earth 


Delving deeper into her unfathomable heart 


Far from the concrete jungle 
Distancing from the sophisticated crowds 
| dwell in peaceful tranquility 


Imparting the wealth of simplicity and solidity 
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Gayatree G. Lahon: Hailing from Assam, Gayatree G Lahon 
is a teacher by profession and a poet by passion. She is a 
post-graduate in English literature from Gauhati University 
.Being a true aesthete, she finds beauty in every object of 
life and nature and her ink pours those elements in a subtle 
way. For her poetry is a passion where she finds peace and 
solace amidst the complexities of life. 
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Merely holding hands 
or sharing sweet words 
or a kind gesture 

is hardly enough. 

It is the silent presence, 
a mountain 

amidst restless waters, 
immense love 

that breaks boundaries, 


that matter. 
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When you hold hands, 

look into my eyes. 

When you speak, 

speak from your heart. 

Let your kindness flow gently 
melting even the toughest heart. 
Then, my friend, | know 


you are there for me, always. 
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Geeta Varma: She is a poet based in Chennai, India. She has 
contributed to numerous anthologies. She has also 
published two books. She has been a teacher for thirty 
years and a freelance journalist. She is now an Educational 
Consultant and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys 
working with children and has conducted many creative 
workshops. Her interests include music, reading, writing 
(poems and stories for children) and travelling. 
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OBSIDIAN 

How beautifully gloomy is the sky, 

Like a queen in flounces or grey raw silk, 

Gathering her pleats kissed by summer’s petrichor, 
As she narrates a million stories to her progeny, 


Of thundering monsters and dazzling lightning riding with 
demi gods, 


Pixie dust angels and star burst in her veil , 


Yet this queen, 


cries silently, 
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Her tiara of diamonds glittering in the mirth of her 
children’s eyes, 


Regal she sits in the richness of her thoughts, 


Waiting to rain down, torn and broken her verses, as they 
are in her mind, 


Till she saunters away to other horizons to sing her saga of 
a once perfect world, 


Her gait murky and intriguing is the satiny slate of her cape, 
Trailing behind her commanding grace, 
As she drifts letting stars of hope peep through, 


Till the dawn would kiss her awake, her knight in shining 
armour, 


But till then her days of prime so pristine, pantomime 
before her eyes, 


Knowing she is born anew each day, waiting to reign and 
rain on the sphere of ancient kingdoms of yore. 
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How beautifully gloomy is the sky, 


Draped in obsidian and silken splendour of the rarest 


tenderness of galactic realms. 


Geethanjali Dilip: Geethanjali takes her name seriously and 
evolves as a handful of songs. A French teacher by 
profession she contributes to several ezines and blogs. She 
is a recipient of The Reuel International award for Poetry 
2017 and also the meritorious award for commendable 
mention in Great Indian Poetry Contest 2018. Residing at 
Salem, India, Geeth believes that poetry connects and 
moves the world. 
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one who was so good at 
swallowing feelings 

facing life with stoic acceptance 
how easily | laugh nowadays! 
how easily | cry! 

| break even 

not knowing how to live 


not knowing how to die 
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Glory Sasikala: She is a writer, publisher, and poet currently 
residing in Chennai, Tamilnadu, India. She is the Editor and 
Publisher of GloMag, an international poetry and prose 
magazine. Her poetry books, novels, and short stories are 
available in various online bookstores such as Amazon and 
Flipkart as well as on her blogs. She is on the brink of 
publishing a very interesting collection of anecdotes and 
short stories inspired by her rather colourful and chequered 
life. 
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THE INTRUDER 

The longing is stretched 

like time and eternity 

and the journey never-ending 

so near and close yet so far away 


you come and go like fleeting imagery 
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adorned in vibrant picturesque attire 


a sojourner, passing through the misty labyrinths of my 
dreams 


in the fragile solitude 

| reach out to touch your hand 

to calm the yearning inside me 
hold it for a moment 

feel your intimacy, you take flight 
evaporate like raindrops 


falling on parched desert sands 


like the tides that ebbs and flows 
you always materialize 

like a mystical goddess 

evolving from some magic spell 
like a genie in a bottle 


you appear to haunt my midsummer night dreams 
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in my helpless fanciful notions 
| refuse to believe 

that you are just an apparition, 
an impish intruder 

playing mischievous games 

in my domain of sleep 

always teasing, dancing, 


in the realms of my elusive dreams 
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Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, 
and brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, 
and writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has 
performed his poetry at various forums, including the 
Poetry Africa Festival, the Mauritian Writers’ Association, 
and Glorioustimes, India. He is the Convenor of the Live 
Poets Society, Durban, South Africa. 
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SHIMMERING LIGHT 
Someday morning light gets into rooms 
measures the buoyancy. 


The soft voice of the wind wipes the dust 
of unforgivable desert inside, 


Those ripped out notes look more static, 
listen to the water splashing the rock surfaces. 


Shoreline draws each undulation 
of my own breathing, 


Waves shine through veils of time and space 
| inhabit those words and melodies. 
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Sunrays give birth to freedom and hope 
meet outline of the dawn’s glow, 


Why ever people want to go out? 
Why they chase their shadows on sands? 


Aging unsettles into streams of memoir inside- 
monoliths and mesas, unravel the primeval landscape. 


Gopal Lahiri: | am a bilingual poet, writer, critic and 
translator residing in Kolkata. | have contributed to various 
anthologies and have also published ten volumes of poetry 
in English and eight volumes in Bengali. In addition, | have 
also jointly edited four anthologies of poems in English and 
also have one translation work of short stories of Israel, 
translated by me from English to Bengali. Two recently 
published books of mine: ‘Alleys are filled with Future 
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Alphabets’ and ‘From Prinsep Ghat to Peer Panjal’ (joint e- 
book). | have been nominated for Pushcart Prize in poetry 
category for the year 2021. Edited ‘Voices Within’ 
anthology of poems, published from Setu Publishers, US. 
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"| SIT AND BROOD WITH MY HEAD MUDDLED" 
| sit and brood with my head muddled: 


The question that has kept there mysteries and miseries 
bundled. 


Every time | settle to consult my inner mentor, 


He keeps giving me that indecisive answer. 


What to do now and what now matters for me 
When the looming hints of our termination around | see? 
While walking the path before me, shrouded in 


uncertainties bleak, 
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My long-lost Joy from you behind, my Heart tells me to 
seek. 


Oh! The Time nags me to choose one; yet, which should | 
take? 


Through suns and stars, | contemplate in vain for my 
future's sake. 


They all say the glorious end of my path is nigh, 


And urge me to bid you, the Past, goodbye. 


But here, my time hasn't been given a guarantee. 
And | know not what will be my awaiting destiny. 
What if |am taken from here before | can do? 


Don't you think | will go, bearing the painful remorse of not 
choosing you? 


As the world we live crumbles bit by bit, 


My morrows for the dream | hope start to slit. 
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So, in our time when Future says not what is in store for us 
all, 


My Love, should | choose my future or should | return to 
you to wait together for Heaven's call? 


Hein Min Tun: He is an award-winning writer and multi- 
published young poet from Myanmar. He graduated from 
Mawlamyaing University in Mon State with a BA (Hons) 
degree in English Language & Literature in January, 2020, 
and is in the middle of doing his Master Degree. He is the 
recipient of "Distinguished Writer Award for Excellence in 
Literature" from the International Short Story Competition: 
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"Bharat Award for Literature, 2021-22" for his short story 
"The Outcast". He has some poems to his credit in popular 
global anthologies, including those launched by "The POET 
Magazine". He is also the third prize winner in one weekly 
poetry contest on the Given Theme, held by ALSphere 
(Asian Literary Society) for his "Sonnet: Morning in Kalaw". 
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FORBIDDEN FRUIT 

Eve bit into me; | injected all 

with my essence. 

Satan did not anoint me with venom, 

yet Knowledge is Poison for the Woman 
and her Mate. That's what God said. 

| seduced her; my gold on a cool green tree 
yearned to touch her flower-mouth. 


Satan told me she was beautiful 
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(which she was), and |, with nectar fecund, 
bloomed. She took a bite and gave 

her man the rest. They lost Paradise. 

My fallen seeds sprouted more trees 

and bore more fruit. 

Yet every spring, we wait for God 


to return everything. 
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Jagari Mukherjee: She is a poet, editor, and reviewer based 
in Kolkata, India She has two full-length books of poetry 
and two chapbooks. She is the winner of Poeisis Award for 
Excellence in Poetry 2019, and also the recipient of Reuel 
International Prize for Poetry 2019, among other awards. 
She is a gold medalist in English Literature, a Best of the Net 
2018 nominee and a Bear River Writers' Conference 
alumna, and a Bear River alumna. She won the Women 
Empowered Gifted Poet Award in 2020, and the Bharat 
Award For Short Story 2022. Jagari is the Founder and Chief 
Executive Editor of the literary journal, EKL Review. 
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MARCH 

Frost snaps 
crinkles, eases, 
finally melts. 
Gaunt trees 
dressed in fragile 


buds. 


Fragile buds, sun 


splash, rain splash, 
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splash blue, splash 


green. 


Green new leaf. Fits 
my hand so perfectly. 


The future lies 


in my palm. 


Joan McNerney: She has been the recipient of three 
scholarships. She received her Bachelor of Arts Degree in 
English Literature from New York State Board of Regents, 
Excelsior University. She has recited her work at the 
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National Arts Club, New York City, State University of New 
York, Oneonta, McNay Art Institute, San Antonio and the 
University of Houston, Texas as well as other distinguished 
venues. Her poetry is found in many literary magazines. She 
has four Best of the Net nominations. The Muse in 
Miniature and Love Poems for Michael are both available 
on Amazon.com and Cyberwit.net. Just released is a new 
title At Work. This collection shows colorful snapshots of 
working women and men in their daily lives. 
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SUMMER HEAT 

did you taste the sweet pure water today 
did you hold the vessel, liquid life 

free of contamination, free from the touch 
the clutch of poetry on the page 

dear human, weak and frightened 

did you feel that wind of mercy blow 

did you find your sanctuary of heroism 
that lies within a struggling heart 


held captive, now resisting, insisting 
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on freedom from the slavery 


of this devotion to imagined invincibility 


is it not possible 

my soft smooth friend 

to stay above the glistening floor 

to rely upon a wetted cloth 

to calm the sea which rages within 

and look again upon a sun 

that rises above a cool terrain 

the final gaze from eye to eye 

the "oh my god" call, unpredicted 

a moment, a whisper, a world possessed 


a wish thus granted now kills the rest 
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Joe Kidd: He is a multi-award-winning songwriter, speech 
writer, music/film critic, and ordained minister, inducted 
into Michigan Rock & Roll Hall of Fame 2017, recipient of 
Michigan Governor's and US House of Representatives 
certificates for work promoting Peace, Social Justice, 
Cultural Diversity. He lives in Detroit Michigan USA with 
partner, author/vocalist Sheila Burke. He has a CD titled 
Everybody Has A Purpose 2015, a book of poetry titled The 
Invisible Waterhole 2020. His works appear in benefit 
recordings, Music For Japan, and Songs For Standing Rock, 
many poetry journals. He was on tour throughout North 
America and Western Europe. 


https://www.amazon.com/Joe-Kidd/e/BO89QYDXSM 


https://joekiddandsheilaburke.com 
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THE BLIND GOD 

My shattered shadow pines for my form, 
as fragrance seeks to fill a vacant trance, 
my dreams | set ablaze to adore the norm, 


in floral hues, blooms the scent of silence . 
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The old streets of the ancient town 
take my chariot astray through the hesitant traffic, 
| don't look simply at the passing crowd 


as | can clearly see their frustrated shroud. 


Vulgar details | seek not anymore, 
thousand shades hide in prime colours; 
tides and waves of despair, | ignore 


as happiness of a voyage rests peacefully ashore. 
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Kakoli Ghosh (a.k.a Moon Drops): She is a post-graduate in 
English literature, and hails from an industrial town in West 
Bengal, India. Her published poetry books are ‘Unfinished’ 
(2010) and ‘The Bridge’ (2022). Her oeuvres have been 
published in various national and international anthologies. 
Kakoli is equally keen in vernacular literature. Many of her 
Bengali poems have been published online and printed in 
local magazines. She is also a painter and a jewellery 
designer and has keen interest in music and art in general. 


168 


Stock Photo 


THE LAND BEHIND THE CURTAIN 

Behind the Curtain at the far end of the hall, 
Stood a space of mystery, 

A dark space where the mind lighted up.. 
Sometimes, it was a tent in an Arabian desert, 
And we feasted on dates and coffee, 


With the whistling wind sculpting sand dunes, for our 
delight... 


Sometimes, it was a thick jungle, 
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And a huge Narnia-like lion rested, with amber eyes half- 
open... 


Often it was the train-platform to board to Dreamland.. 
Behind the curtain, was also our rabbit-hole 

That launched us headlong into Wonderland... 

Behind the curtain, was the enchanted fair 


Where wise wizards gave us good luck charms during 
examtime... 


Behind the curtain was the portal that would take me to 
Parasthan...the fairy abode 


Behind the curtain lived the good witch...we went to her 
when afraid and needed her magic kiss.. 


Behind the curtain, an entire childhood lived, 
As a secret memory, which today, 


Has inked itself to all who would cherish it. 
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Kamar Sultana Sheik: She is a poet, writing mostly on 
themes of spirituality, mysticism, and nature with a focus in 
Sufi Poetry. Her professional career spanning 18 years has 
been in various organizations and Institutions including the 
IT sector. She is a self-styled life coach and has currently 
taken a break to focus on her writing full-time. Sultana has 
contributed to various anthologies and won several prizes 
in poetry contests. A green enthusiast, blogger and 
content-writer, Sultana calls herself a wordsmith. 
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No fireworks 

No feast of sweets 

No gold nor diamonds 
No dazzling dresses 
Give me just a diya 

A flame of passion 
The fire of courage 


The light of wisdom 
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Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur). He is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur 
writer, who believes in “simple living, simple thinking”, 
welcoming enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, 
the river, sea, mountain, books, music and Internet and 
avoiding complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, religion and 
superstitions. 
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LIGHT AND DARK PATHWAYS 
The pulse of passion, 

Deep in the inner being born, 
Like a moth to a flame, is drawn... 
Is Unstoppable! 


Myriad emotions rush through the veins, 
You are the Spark that fires, again and again. 
Like a secret warmth cupped... 

Where the embers glow and are inflamed, 
Sets the mood for the dance of desires. 
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Poetry, words, love, embrace...a pulse of pure, vibrant 
energy, 

Keep step, side by side...in every page of our life, 

A poem is born...flowering along the pathway! 


The joy of life flutters wild...vibrant and tantalizing, 
Like a butterfly! 

Yet remember...her life is short... 

One day it falters, to that all pervading, 
Wrenching, spreading pain. 

Chameleon words 

Bring forth the tears... 

Separation, anguish, lonely fears... 

Spears of pain. 


The gentle caring rays of the sun, 

Paints again that rainbow...through the tears. 

For the end is also...always a beginning. 

Transverse in darkness and a comforting glow. 

The pathways of our life are thus interwoven and flow. 
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Ketaki Mazumdar: She was born and brought up in Kolkata. 
She is an educationist and had the honour of receiving the 
National Award for Excellence in Teaching from the then 
President of India, Dr. A.P.J. Abdul Kalam. Retired now, she 
authors children’s books and writes poetry. Her latest book 
of poems “Woodsmoke and Embers” and she, have been 
listed amongst the ‘Top 50 Most Influential Authors of 
2021’, by Delhiwire. Her poems have immense depth, are 
evocative and deeply contemplative. She is a prolific writer 
and has contributed to several poetry sites and anthologies. 
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EAGLE 

Wings moving with the wind, 
Eyes darting hither and tither 
the eagle slowly soured up, 


in a spiral arc, with tornado’s vigour. 


Scaling the heights is its routine 
swimming with clouds a sport; 
It plays with kin, hoots in triumph 


wafting cosmic spirit into its deport. 
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Still the bird knows its confines, 
the sky’s limits, Sun’s fiery stare. 
Its space sojourn a pilgrimage 


for its roots are in earth’s lair. 


Earth is its benign host, 
satiates hunger, gives safe nest 
from enemies up and down 


makes skylore denser than forest. 
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K.S.Subramanian: | am a poet and short story writer living 
in Chennai. | have published two volumes of verse through 
Writers Workshop, Kolkata. | have nine published short 
stories and also poems in several anthologies. ‘Dreams’ got 
the Asian Age prize. 
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TIME THE GATEKEEPER 

Yes, he waits upon us always 

A statuesque gatekeeper 

In an old, worn-out, dusky T-shirt 
Glaring with sunken marble eyes 
Like an antique, invisible stern icon 


Prevailing in dark corners, cups, biscuits, bathtubs 
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Sun-soaked curtains, rain-smothered windows 


The sinking, wet tea-bags and iron gates of life. 


Yes, he winks and blinks at us often 

Playing the miracle healer or invader 
Through his surreal wrought presence 

While perhaps embalming some wounds 
Which sit tight in our bruised souls, 

Tiny scabs of glow worms with dark dry wings 
Till we pull out these desiccated patches 

To throw into the waste paper bins 


Perhaps willingly in mindful forgetfulness. 


Yes, these invisible marks still flutter 
Like grey moths tingling deeply within 
Our fluid selves put away carefully 
Screened off in endless seasonal cycles 


Buried deep within our covert terrain. 
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Our rocking rail-ride continues with speed 

With this invisible, ruthless engine driver 

While we meet for a while sipping sweetness 

Like ex-lovers prattling on a treacherous journey 
Through long stretches of a strange no-man’s land 


When the train stops jarringly with an abysmal jolt--- 
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Prof. Dr. Laksmisree Banerjee: She is an established Poet, 
Writer, Editor, Literary Critic, Educationist, Humanist, 
Rotarian, practicing Vocalist, a Senior Fulbright Scholar, 
Commonwealth Scholar and a National Scholar in English 
from the Calcutta University, India, and a University 
Professor of English, and Ex-Vice Chancellor of Kolhan 
University. She has received the Sahitya Akademi’s 
“Avishkar”’ Honour, her UGC Postdoctoral Research Award, 
the Honour of The Connossiuer of Creative & Literary Arts 
by the Tunisian-Asian Poetic Society, the Kala-Ratnam 
Award and the Reuel International Lifetime Achievement 
Award 2021, among others. Dr. Banerjee happens to be the 
Indian Rashtrapati’s Nominee on Boards of Central 
Universities. 
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who would have known 
you were small 

but have grown big 

it took years 


but to me it seems so quick 


just the other day 
you were babies 
you're adults now 


and looking for ladies 
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you were my boys 
but now you're men 
i still love you now 


as back then 


do you remember 
how we used to walk together 
rain, sunshine, windy 


to you it didn't matter 


we walk and talk, no more 
as we did before 
when i arrive home from work 


i just see you for a few minutes, then you out the door 


i prayed with you, for you 


and read to you the word 
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your mom is my witness 


and so also, Jesus, our Savior and Lord 


i still do it 
and will continue for as long as i breathe 
and while my heart has a beat 


because you are my seed 


look at your sister 
how fast she grows 
she's blessed to have 


two big bros 


you should show her 
how to be disciplined and respectful 
to practice love 


and not be cruel 
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i have faith in God that for all 3 of you 
Jeremiah 29:11 and John 10:10 will prevail 
because our God is a promise keeping God 


and He never ever fail 
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Leroy Abrahams: He lives in South Africa, Port Elizabeth, 
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Helenvale. He currently works as a Spot Welder at a Motor 
Industry Firm. He is a Published Author and enjoys writing 
poetry. His first book entitled, ‘Verse en Inspirasie’ was 
published by Selwyn Milborrow (Milborrow Media). His 
second book entitled, ‘Testimony in Poetry’ was published 
by Bevan Boggenpoel, and the third book entitled, ‘In 
Pursuit of Poetic Perfection,’ which he wrote together with 
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Bevan Boggenpoel, Selwyn Milborrow, and Don Beukes was 
published by Milborrow Media. His poetry describes 
himself and how God has transformed his life. He is also a 
member of a Master Class group of writers as well as 
Afrikaanse Digters. 
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WHERE THAT PLACE USED TO BE 
A long separation now passed 
We both stand slightly swaying 
No longer discontented 


We both want to be staying 
Softly sing 
| love you 


| love you 


| will croon sweetly 


’ll take you 
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’ll take you 


To where that place used to be. 


Linda Imbler: Linda Imbler is the author of five paperback 
poetry collections and four e-book collections (Soma 
Publishing.) This writer lives in Wichita, Kansas with her 
husband, Mike the Luthier, several quite intelligent 
saltwater fish, and an ever-growing family of gorgeous 
guitars. Learn more at lindaspoetryblog.blogspot.com. 
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A WISH FOR ME 

| don’t expect much from you 

| don’t wish for the roses 

Neither wish for the note of love 

| wish for the bunch of taps 

little recognition and a slight appreciation 
| wish to live in your scarlet sky always 

| wish to be in your smiling lips 

Nor can flood erode 

Neither can dam pervade 


| wish to remain as your blush 
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| wish to be as your crush always 

| love my earth and the blue peak 

| love myself in every bit 

| wish you to adore me 

Make me feel comfortable in the life’s sea 
Nor can | lose faith 

Neither can | lose hope 

| wish to stay among the green 


as the desirable pink rose of your dreams. 
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Lopamudra Mishra: She resides in Bhubaneswar, Orissa. 
She completed her graduation in English Hons from 
Sailabala Women’s college, Cuttack and post-graduation in 
English from Ravenshaw’ University, Cuttack. Her 
fascination for writing came from her grandfather and 
father from an early age. Writing for her is the powerful 
medium of expression. Her poems have been published in 
many magazines and anthologies. Her works include her 
very own published books Rhyme of Rain; First Rain; 
Tingling Parables; Rivulet of Emotions; and Red Tulips. 
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EMBRACE 

The agonizing wait 
intense moments 
anticipating 

with bated breaths 
eagerly awaiting 
time stands still 
the clocks stops 
the heart stops too 


for eternity 
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the time not existing 
a world without time 
earnestly wish the wind 
to swish the message 
to beloved 

to end 

the never ending 
painful ordeal 
inconceivable 

truly impossible 

to fathom 

the mystery 

the intrigue 

the eons hours 

to vanish in seconds 


in your embrace! 


195 


Lubna Ahmed: She is a Certified Master NLP (Neurological 
Linguistic Programming) Practitioner; NLP Workshop 
Facilitator and Soft Skills trainer; and Certified Advanced 
Life Coach. She conducts SuperKoolKids Art Therapy 
workshops. She resides in Delhi with her family. She has 
managed to carve a niche for herself in the literary world by 
her ever so simple 'Love poems’. ‘Princess Lubna’ is her pen 
name, her writers’ identity. Her love poems are spiritual 
and have a Mystical Aura. She has written many poems for 
National and International Anthologies. She is an avid 
traveller. 
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DIVINE PLOY! 

At heaven’s gate, 

You and | like strangers, 

Shall meet once again! 

Like that first day of college 
On that autumn morn, 
Standing in the queue 

When our eyes had met, 

The silent conversation; 
Between two unknown hearts 


| knew we would make an enviable pair; 
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Right from the start. 

The talk of the college, the admirable pair. 
Everyone spoke about the chemistry we shared. 
Who knew logic had grave plans? 

On the road of life, love would crash land, 
Fracture equations! 

Incomplete chapter! 

Tutored to obliterate. 

Out of the blue stares at the face! 

So many times clouds of echoes 

Brought rain, Piercing pain! 

Tinged with yearnings for an embrace: 
Today, by God’s grace, you and | 

Stand side by side. 

This time the eyes beam with joy: 

Behold divine ploy! 

A lifetime spent in sighs; 


In death, separation died! 
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Madhu Gangopadhyay: She hails from India. She is fiercely 
passionate about poetry and short stories, and a penchant 
for mythology. She has a Master's degree in English 
Literature from Calcutta University and a Bachelor’s degree 
in Education. She has been in the education industry for 
two decades now. She has also been a content developer 
and has designed academic course books for senior school 
students. Her works have been published in several 
anthologies and online journals. Her poems have been 
translated into several languages. She is also an exponent 
of Indian classical dance forms. Currently she is pursuing 
MA in Psychology. 


http://madmusingspoetry.com/home 


https://www.facebook.com/madhu.gangopadhyay.5 
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LETTERS... 
i sift through the sheaf 
sheaf of papers 
papers pale like the moon 
moon that glitters 
glitters like my words 
words that run across the white 
white with splashes of the crimson 
crimson wine and red 


red of our hearts 
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hearts oozing with our emotions 
emotions of desire and romance 
romance and love 

love compassion and passions 
passions and intense emotions 
emotions that take shape in my words 
words that run across the pages 
pages dripping with my love 
love for you 

you of those times 

times that aren't the same 

same like our love 

love still preserved 

preserved in the letters 

letters splashed across the sheets 
sheets white and pale 

pale yet full of colours 


colours of love 
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love still enclosed 
enclosed in the sheaf 
sheaf of old memories 
memories i still preserve 
preserve in a corner 
corner of the chamber 
chamber of my heart 
heart full of emotions 
emotions still alive 


alive with your love 
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Madhumita Bhattacharjee Nayyar: She is a bilingual writer 
(writing both in Hindi and English). A poetess, blogger, 
lifeskills counsellor, healer, she is also a social commentator 
and works with women and children. She is the author of 
“THE NIGHT JASMINE AND OTHER LOVE POEMS”. She is the 
winner of ICON OF THE YEAR-LIFESKILLS COUNSELLOR 
2015-2016, CREATIVE WRITER OF THE YEAR 2016, and 
Indian Women Achievers Award 2016 for Creative Writing. 
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TEACHER 

The day | was born | learnt from you 
Every little moment saw a new light 
Always had you by my side 

Childhood teaches us formative lessons 
Home our first school, teacher is mom 
Every new person every new experience 


Renders a new meaning 
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Happenings of life leave deep marks 
Overtly or covertly 


What we do with these lessons shows our attitude to life 


After every dark night will come a morning bright 
Refresh reboot unmask your dreams 


Every day is a new life 


Youth gives way to wrinkles 


Our hearts are evergreen 


Unwind your inhibitions! 
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Madhu Sriwastav: She is an academic, writer, poet, 
translator, and reviewer. She writes to express herself 
about anything that catches her fancy and touches a chord. 
She is based in Kolkata. She has published in several 
International and National anthologies and journals. She is 
a regular GloMag contributor. 
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TIME 
Time is nothing 


but a gust of wind 


hitting the face 


with a cluster to unwind 


Do we cope with time 


or does time cope with us? 
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Well, time will always exist 
letting us feel it with every bit 
pinching us through thick and thins 


gushing through like a burning wind 
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Mehak Gupta Grover: She is the author of three books - 
THE HUMANE QUEST (volume-1, 2, & 3), published by 
Authorspress, New Delhi. She has been bestowed with '100 
Inspiring Authors of India’ award in Kolkata. She has also 
been honored with the 'Women of Influence 2019' award 
presented on women's day in New Delhi. Along with her 
books, her work has been published in various anthologies 
and she is recipient of various other prizes in poetry 
competitions as well. 


(mehakgrover@amartex.com) 
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WALTZ, FOOTPRINTS IN SNOW 


Care to dance a new waltz renew, 


or drift back 


to those old vintage footprints— 


waltz with me 


footprints in snow 


fog covering over old snow. 
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Michael Lee Johnson: He lived ten years in Canada, 
Vietnam era. Today he is a poet in the greater Chicagoland 
area, IL. He has 248 YouTube poetry videos. Michael Lee 
Johnson is an internationally published poet in 43 
countries, several published poetry books, nominated for 4 
Pushcart Prize awards and 5 Best of the Net nominations. 
He is editor-in-chief of 3 poetry anthologies, all available on 
Amazon, and has several poetry books and chapbooks. He 
has over 536 published poems. Michael is the administrator 
of 6 Facebook Poetry groups and Member of the Illinois 
State Poetry Society 


http://www. illinoispoets.or 
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LOVE YOU SON 
Dear Sonu, 


When | reminisce about our past, | miss you, the naughty 
little boy. How | wish to relive those nostalgic moments 
with you once again......You have grown up in the blink of 
an eye. Your Dad and | never compelled you to be a doctor 
or an engineer. We let you live your dreams and take up 
the profession you like. You worked hard to reach the 
present position of Vice President in a reputed company. 
You have many awards and achievements. You deserve 
them, being a talented, sincere and efficient person who 
trusts in God. You have a beautiful, intelligent, strong, 
independent and caring wife who is also in the same 
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profession. You are a grown-up man with your ideas, 
thoughts, interests, talents and personality. 


My dear child, when you held my hand and said 
goodbye yesterday, | could feel your concern and care. 
When you told me to count my blessings, | knew that you 
are the first and foremost blessing in my life. When you 
told us “Mom and Dad, | may not be able to express my 
love to both of you but | am always there for you”, | was 
touched by your unconditional love. When you smiled, | 
could see the same twinkle in your eyes that melted my 
heart when you were a kid. 


Do your duty. Face the struggles of life with that 
beautiful smile on your cute face. Don’t change yourself for 
someone else. You are an awesome singer and a 
multitalented person with an innocent heart full of love and 
kindness. You will be a winner in life. 


Love, 


Mom. 
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Nalini Janardhanan: Dr (Major) Nalini Janardhanan, is a 
doctor who served in the Indian Army as an Army Medical 
Officer. She is a popular writer from Kerala who received 
the Katha Award and a writer of many medical books for 
which she has received the IMA Sahithya Award. She is an 
Akashvani artist of ghazals and bhajans. She has been 
felicitated with many awards for her contributions towards 
society as a Doctor, Singer, Writer and Army Officer. 
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When the dark clouds covered the sky 
Clouds, grey and ebony 

In folds, fluffy yet heavy 

Just like a comfy quilt, 

Rain was promised. 

The petrichor. 

The droplets in the air. 

Take a deep breath, close your eyes and 


Open the book of memories. 
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When was the first time rain became special to you? 
The first time you fell in love with each other? 
The first pitter-patter that made you a pluviophile, 


Slowly. Gradually. It became the rhythm of your heart and 
the dance of your feet. 


When did you write the first poem that described 
The mesmerizing beauty of rain 

That made you a rain poet? 

Remember the first walk with your love in the rain. 
That blush on your cheeks, 

all wet still glowing. 

And that unstoppable shy smile... 

Or those innocent giggles and jumps, 

Sticking out the tongue to taste the rain, 


Ah! Childhood... 


Here you are. 


Smiling again as you reminisce. 
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Your first love for the rain. 

Your first walk on the street 
Covered in red Royal poinciana 
Your red dress and the rain. 
Washing away all the dark clouds 


In your heart again and again. 


Nazia Islam: | am a teacher, currently residing in Dhaka, 
Bangladesh. As an Early Childhood Educator by profession, 
my dream is to make a difference in the world by shaping 
the minds of the future generation. | write out of passion 
and sometimes, out of whim. | love nature, books and 
simplicity, and the sound of rain. 
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DON'T LOOK FOR TROUBLE 

Don't look for trouble, it has tentacles 
And brews numerous obstacles, 

Don't look for trouble, it grows jungles 


And performs no miracles. 


Don't look for trouble, some trouble have multiple effects 


And cause harms and defects 


Don't look for trouble, they will not spare you 


Rather pour you tars, and weed you like tares. 
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Look up to your journey 
And head for your destination, 
March on to the future 


And let the world hear you rupture! 


Again, | say to you, don't look for trouble 


For trouble troubles he who troubles trouble. 
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Ngozi Olivia Osuoha: | am a poet/writer/thinker residing in 
Nigeria. | currently enjoy my work as a writer; | have 
contributed to over forty international anthologies. | have 
also published three poetry books and co-authored one, 
and published over two hundred and fifty poems/articles in 
over twenty countries. Some of my pieces have been 
translated and published in different languages too. 
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ALBATROSS 

O the dearest Lamb of God 

Our transgressions turned into His albatross 
Obeying the Father in heaven 


Bore His death till the cross 


The magnificent white avifauna 


Egalitarian in its lonely flight 
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Undeterred by the stormy wind 


Wading in the frothy waves 


Glides across the blue canopy 
Watching over the water and beings 
Blithely hovering in the breeze or wind 


Pinioned pinions impeding it’s landing 


A lifetime of poised in the ozone 
Remains loyal to the partner alone 
Bearing the curse of laden wings 


Yet known for flying thousands of miles! 


222 


Nivedita Roy: She is a teacher by profession, bilingual 
poetess and author. She resides in the Kingdom of Bahrain 
and belongs to Lucknow. She is the recipient of 
Independence Day Literary Honours 2021 awards by 
Motivational Strips. She is the author of 2 solo poetry books 
in English and Hindi. She has co-authored 11 anthologies. 
Her poems/articles are published in many newspapers and 
sites in India and Bahrain. She is the Moderator for the 
Bahrain office of Motivational strips. She is one of the 
editors for the ezine Brahmand:Voice of the cosmos. 
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A LETTER OF THANK YOU 

Today was day 1 

Day 1 of me stepping outside my bubble 
my self-created bubble of protection 
against this pestilence of pandemic proportion 
that has caught us in its snare 

that has captured us in its talons 

that has curbed us without a cure 

but now | have stepped out 

bold and brave and ready to face the world 
ready to face the world once more 


breathe in the fresh air, soak up the sun 
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enjoy the trees, feel the grass beneath my feet 

But before | do all of that, there is one thing | must do 

| must not forget to do 

And that is to say thanks. 

So | head on out on my journey 

A journey that takes me back millions of years 

Yet | have not moved more than 15 miles down the road 
But here | am, and there they are 

Waiting on the other side 

Although they do not realize it yet (and probably never will) 
| park my car, grab my card and head on in 

Past the taxidermy animals and the Ming vases 


Turning right at the Egyptian room and left at the African 
room 


Till | finally come face to face with my (possible) savior 
The one whose gene is tightly linked with mine 

Even now 

The one whose chromosome 12 is a part of mine 


And the reason | am standing now. 
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Thank you so much Mr. Neanderthal. 


https://www.pnas.org/content/118/9/e2026309118 


Nivedita Karthik: She is a graduate in Immunology from the 
University of Oxford. She is an accomplished 
Bharatanatyam dancer and published poet. She also 
regularly contributes to the open mics organized by Rattle 
Poetry. She currently resides in Gurgaon, India, and works 
as a senior associate editor. Her first book of poetry, She: 
the reality of womanhood, was just published. 
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RIPPLES IN THE POND 

There is a small pond behind my home 

Home to a lone egret named fondly Harry 

By my boys who love all creatures wild 

Harry likes to stalk the edges of the pond 

Each day and noon and the evening. 

His feet cause small ripples that flow outward, 
Spiral and touch the flowing waters continuously. 
But Harry stays calm and just peruses the placid pond 
with all the detachment of 

A lone monarch, king of all he surveys. 


| am watching this panoramic scene 
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in the golden afternoon of sunny Florida 


And those ripples, they mesmerize me, they enchant and 
bewilder me. 


My action of leaving my home country, 

the relationships now restricted 

by distance to voices and chats on phones. 
These are the ripples of my mind 

that are executed by wise old Harry 

stepping one graceful foot into the water’s edge 


and creating ripple after ripple after ripple... 
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Padmini Rambhatla: | am a poet, teacher and homemaker 
residing in Chennai, India. | work as a high school English 
teacher. | have contributed to Glomag and my children’s 
school magazine. | have not published anything so far but in 
the near future, | will. | also enjoy painting in different 
mediums, watching movies and listening to music. 
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Difference is louder 
Than resonance. 

Some accept gracefully 
Without disappointment 
Others are volatile 
Disgusted, inculpatory... 


And he was brutal. 


So she said 


Nothing in contemplation 


Nothing in celebration 
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Nothing in jest 
Nothing in desire 
Nothing in void 
Nothing in longing 
Nothing in loneliness 
Nothing in dissonance 
Nothing in empathy 
Nothing in disgust 
Nothing in disgrace 
Nothing in dismay 
Nothing in melancholy 
Nothing in pain 
Nothing in anger 
Nothing in fear 
Nothing in hate 
Nothing in despondency 


Nothing in futility 
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Many things turned 
Into nothings 
As she said nothing 


At all even in love. 


Panjami Anand: Greetings, | am but a speck in the world, 
aspiring to be as aware and genuine as possible. My poems 
are fragments of my soul. Thank you for running your palms 
through them. 
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TEARS PLEAD TO EYES 

Tears, the silent language of grief 
the safety valve of heart, 

the rainbow of soul 

the telescope that allows 

to see into the heavens 

indeed soothe ravaged hearts, 
heal hurts, water souls, 

and lovers would say 

lips with the taste of tears 


are the best for kissing. 
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All indeed right, yet 


tears have a tale different to tell. 


Each drop of tear pleads 

“Don’t separate me from your folds. 
These beautiful eyes are my dreamland 
| wish | dwell here forever. 

| may not be a pearl or a diamond 

Still | am precious in my own kind 
Don’t let me flow like water 


| know your heart aches as | depart.” 


“When you are glad, | will come 

shine in your pretty eyes, share your joy 
In your sadness too, | will stay with you, 
but can’t desert you and go off. 

Hence | suggest: You lock me secretly 


inside your placid sleepy corners.” 
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Pankajam: Pankajam, retired from BHEL as DM/Finance, 
settled in Chennai, is a bilingual poet and novelist (English 
and Malayalam). She is one of the editors of ‘Teesta 
Review-A Journal of Poetry’, authored 34 books including 
nineteen books of poems and one of her poetry collections 
has been translated into French. Her articles, poems, short 
stories, book reviews and papers have been published in 
national/international journals and anthologies. Three 
books of literary criticism feature her works in detail, 
besides a book of collection of critical essays and research 
papers on her poems. She has won many awards. 
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Pic of Aizawl city by Jacob Lalrohlua. Poem by Dr. Paramita 
Mukherjee Mullick 


BEJEWELLED CITY 

The moon smiled down on the bejewelled city. 
A thousand lights sparkling in the dark. 

Rows and rows of diamond lights. 

The city adorned in dazzling jewels. 

The moon felt both shy and happy, 

She hid behind a cloud. 


She wanted to make her light mellow, 
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To allow the city lights to shine with radiance in the dark. 
But the moon’s beautiful light brightened up the clouds. 
The brightness of her scattered in the fluffy clouds. 

The thousand lights of the city looked up at the moon. 
The sky was lighted up with her brilliance. 


And the sparkling city felt like a Queen wearing a thousand 
jewels. 
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Paramita Mukherjee Mullick: | am Dr. Paramita Mukherjee 
Mullick and | live in Mumbai, India. | am a scientist who fell 
in love with poetry. | am in the process of publishing my 
ninth poetry collection and | very passionately promote 
poetry-peace, multilingual, global and indigenous poetry. | 
have started and am the President of the Intercultural 
Poetry and Performance Library (IPPL) Mumbai Chapter 
and is the Cultural Convenor and Literary Coordinator 
(West India) of the International Society for Intercultural 
Studies and Research (ISISAR). 
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source: pinterest 


| had a dream last night 

of floating in water 
meditating with water 
ripples, waves, gushing in, out 
every cell soaked in water 


Flora and fauna rocked 
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fountains played symphony 


Dolphins played jazz 


Wake up, Wake up! 


Parasuram Ramamoorthi: He is a poet with three 
published volumes of Poetry. Norwich Musings (2003); Fire 
courts Water 2009; Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with 
twelve plays published and Performed. Autism Advocate 
and Pioneer in the file of Drama for Autism. Chairman 


VELVI www.velvi.org 
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NO TIME FOR ME 

| wake up suddenly too many times. 
Sometimes | just eat packets of biscuits. 
One after the other. All hours are mine. 


| eat and sleep when | want. | exist. 


No workfriends. | walk home late from nightclubs. 


Hear my own footsteps in the morning streets. 
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Talking to folk exhausts me. Drink in pubs 


hold my pint glass empty. Endless repeat. 


Afraid to get caught staring at others. 
| hold my head low. I'm plain wallpaper. 
Old mates have family life, bairns, lovers. 


No time for me. Invitations taper. 


They are better than me. Our friendship brief. 


Loneliness is sometimes a form of grief. 
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Paul Brookes: | am a writer residing in Wombwell, England. 
| work as shop assistant. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published five poetry books. 
Forthcoming is another poetry collection called Ghost 
Holiday (Alien Buddha Press, 2018). My book ‘Please Take 
Change’ was published by Cyberwit recently. 
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www.indiapilgrimtours.com 


TANKA PROSE 


| saw four of them, walking up the mountains, in a set 
rhythm, silent music flowing slantingly upwards through 
their feet. A blanket shrouding their shoulders and a 
wooden log, interchangeably carried, leading to a steel 
chair and a hefty man with sunshades, reeking of privilege. 


The palanquin bearers 
At Vaishno Devi, 
red shirts soaked with effort, 


And faces stooping downwards with weight 
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Walked across me 


Sending their sweat 


through my hot tears. 


Prabha Prakash: | am a poet based in Kerala. | am a 
Chartered Accountant and work as Assistant Manager with 
EY. My first poetry collection ‘Lost Monsoon’ was published 
by Writers Workshop, Kolkata in 2018. | have been selected 
for the Reuel International Poetry Prize 2019. 
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| DRAW A SKY PAINTED RED 

In broad daylight 

| killed a bird, 

chirping inside me. 

Before killing, 

| chopped up her wings 

So that she can't fly 

And | don't have to cage her. 

Rather | used her blood to ink a poem. 
| too draw a painting of her, 


So that even after her death 


246 


she will be alive. 

| draw a sky painted red 

where the wounded sun oozes blood. 
Before me there is a bird now 
without wings 

Uncaged, 

without life, 

The sky too is wide open 


But my imagination can't fly. 
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Prahallad Satpathy: Dr. Prahallad Kumar Satpathy, who 
hails from Odisha (India), is a bilingual poet writing both in 
Odia and English. He is a retired Associate Professor of 
Economics. To his credit, he has four published anthologies 
in Odia language. His poems are published in many national 
and international journals. Twice he has represented 
Odisha Sahitya Academy as an honorary member. 
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DO | EVEN EXIST? 

Sometimes | feel like a shadow, 
Deprived of all glow, 

Distant from every jamboree, 


Away from all glee. 


What obstructed light to me 


Was unfortunately my creator, 
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If it wasn't there, 


There would have been no Me. 


My creator shattered my aspirations 
Of being touched and felt by others, 
| craved for light of festivity, enthusiasm and peace 


| forgot in my fate lied none of the three. 


| had thousands of thoughts within me, 

Dying to express 

But my creator had audience for it to impress. 
Surviving rows of ignorance, 

| still dreamt of romance. 


| failed to remember black was my fortune and darkness 
my destiny, 


As Light would destroy me, for | am a shadow. 
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Pranati Jaiswal: She is a 16-year-old girl living in Kolkata. 
She is a student of Calcutta Girls High School. She is 
passionate about expressing her thoughts in the form of 
words and therefore she writes poems, stories and articles. 
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Express yourself! 

The time is now, 

Who knows of tomorrow?! 
Got bugged with something?! 
Express yourself! 


To yourself, to some kind listener, to a friend, companion, 
fellow passenger, 


Give vent to your feelings, now! Who knows of tomorrow?! 
Want to do something?! 
Do it now! 


There is so much happiness in a shared sweet, chocolate, 
ice cream, cutting chai, 
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Who knows of tomorrow, 

Bring upfront your dreams from the back burner, 
Do something from that bucket list! 

Make it a little shorter, 

Who knows of tomorrow?! 

Don’t take people for granted! 

Say thank you and ask forgiveness right away! 


Appreciate people, give that pat on the back, say a kind 
word, 


Who knows of tomorrow? 

Let us live each day, each moment, mindfully, 

Who knows of tomorrow?! 

This way, life is a gift, well used to spread cheer all around, 


So, now, who fears tomorrow?! 


253 


Pratima Apte: She is a poet residing in Pune, India. She is a 
homemaker and a grandmother! She used to write 
sporadically in the Pune edition's Women's page of the 
Indian Express. She loves reading and writing, and words 
are her world. 
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Hurtling 

Into the fantasy 

Of a benign dictatorship 

| 

Wonder 

What 

It would be like actually? 

Would there be laws 

That made it illegal 

For Maggi packets to be less than 200 grammes 


Or for Bourbon biscuits to not have enough sugar sprinkles 
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Or for chocolate chip ice cream to skimp on the chips 
Rather than the ones that demand to see 

What we put on Facebook? 

Would they promise to make vacations last 3 months 
Rather than deny citizenship to Muslims? 


Would they order schools to be painted bright pastel 
shades 


And for every child to be given eclairs to distribute on their 
birthday, 


Rather than talk of building temples on the graves of 
mosques? 


How about it — a dictator that makes teachers write 
imposition when they're wrong, 


Rather than the kind that stuff universities with flunkies? 


Maybe one last fantasy, of playground bullies getting once 
tight slap, 


Than having to know you'll die a vegetable, with not even 
the dignity of a straw? 
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Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: He is a_ Thane-based 
epigraphist, historian, copywriter and poet. He has been 
published in several anthologies and magazines. He is the 
editor of Narrow Road Literary Journal, a e-zine of poetry, 
haibun and flash fiction. 
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NOT TURNING THE CALENDAR 
The first whistle of milk boiler, 
The early bird call in your balcony, 
Dawn’s wisdom rooted in rhythms, 
tune of sacred Vedas in television, 


day to day act designed in her home; 


either by its own course ordained, 


or willed by human, tuning to seek peace 


these go on undisturbed in her 
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household serene, not a void sure. 


Mind’s pure solace for ages ancestors’ crave. 


Turning her calendar in its majesty, 
tearing off the page or previous pages 
with dates and notes, dues and rounds, 
her morning’s must and rapturous norm 


words beyond expression now. 


One day she missed turning calendar, 

Her mindset with the same month before, 
hence everything was amiss, with all calculus, 
booking and train re booking, jubilations 


postponed or cancelled against her class. 


Not after all a paper, or papers in order. 


Your order set by, fingers by command, 


Of mind, mood, to have orderly sail, 
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Violated if you miss your memory the day; 


Yes calendars or Seers going before for us. 


Radhamani Sarma: She is as student of Ethiraj college, 
Chennai. She specialized in the plays of W.H. Auden for her 
doctoral thesis from the University of Madras. She obtained 
PGDTE from CIEFL from Hyderabad. She served in 
Pachaiyappa's college and is a retired professor of English 
with 31 years of teaching experience. She has published 
four books of poems and one book of short stories. She is 
widely published in various anthologies and is a reviewer 
and critic. 


pearlradhe.blogspot.in 


pearlradfhe.wordpressf.com 
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THE CHRONICLER 

It comes naturally to some, the wish 
to be a chronicler, probably 
because they recognize 

on the page 


of time written already their role of a story teller. 


The powers promised to the chronicler 
are immense 

and more. Just as the greatest 

of all the scripters, they are 


omnipotent 
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in the universe 
they create 


On page. 


Their only shot 
at immortality, 
howsoever limited it is, 


is to write. 


They are qualified; 
have prepared themselves, 
for nothing 


else. 
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Rajnish Mishra: Rajnish Mishra is a poet, writer, translator 
and blogger born and brought up in Varanasi, India and 
now in exile from his city. His work originates at the point 
of intersection between his psyche and his city. He edits 


PPP Ezine and writes at: 


https://rajnishmishravns.wordpress.com 
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WHEN VULTURES REIGN SUPREME! 

We're the law unto ourselves; 

We do not follow the legal tomes, 

And consider anybody our enemy 

Who dares to challenge our faith, 

Our beliefs, howsoever innocently or inadvertently, 
It is accomplished; in the heat 

Of the moment, we don't look at 


Their shrivelled faces, emaciated body, 
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And the thin shroud of poverty, and 


Deprivation thrust on them from the Generations gone by; 
we forget that 


A humble wife, hungry children, and ageing Parents, are 
waiting eagerly for their 


Early return; we do ignore their heartrending 
Cries that can create a hole 
In the sky, and shake the earth's 


Conscience from the deep slumber; 


We only hear our maddening laughter, 
Coming back to us ricocheting from 
The emptiness hanging around; we 
Revel wholeheartedly in our misdeeds 
Of so-called valour, forgetting 

The basic tenets of humanity; 


We always feel like hiding 
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Our faces in the sands of Time, till the internal storms 
brewing 


Into our souls passes away to oblivion. 


Rakesh Chandra: Mr Rakesh Chandra is a retired civil 
servant. He is currently pursuing his Ph.D in Law from 
Lucknow University. He has got two collections of poems 
titled ‘Moon is Black’ and ‘Circle Of Life’. He also has one 
collection of Hindi poems. His English poems have found 
place in different poetry journals and newspapers’ literary 
supplements. He also has authored two books on Law. 
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www.wallpapercave.com 


THE RIVER GODAVARI 


Godavari in the arms of evening, 
The hush of descending hours; 
A hazy surreal beauty in the making 


Beyond the human powers! 


The horizon sun—a big red zircon 
Suspended with a chain of gold, 
Like a pendent hangs on her bosom: 


Reflections on the ripples’ fold. 
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Cool and innocuous the river flows 
Alive in an endless panoply 
Of agony and ecstasy, joy and sorrow 


Thinning the line between real & fantasy! 


She carries immortal mysteries of mortals 
Sometimes frozen, sometimes moving, 
Ashes of the deceased, the devotee's flowers, 


Abode of psyches dead and living! 


Fossils of thoughts in depths unknown, 
Curiously appear on the surface terrain: 
| look at Godavari to find the answers 


And feel the waters in my vein! 
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Ranjana Sharan Sinha: Dr. Ranjana Sharan Sinha is a poet 
and author with 9 published books in different genres and 
is a well-known name in Indian Poetry in English. She is a 
retired professor of English, S. B. City College, Nagpur. She 
has received many awards for her contribution to poetry, 
including a commendation from the former President of 
India, A. P. J. Abdul Kalam for her poem ‘Mother Nature’ 
contained in her collection ‘Spring Zone. Her poems from 
her collection ‘Scents and Shadows’ are part of the post- 
graduate university syllabus. She lives in Nagpur. 
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FROM PAUSE TO PRAYER 

Did not | remember that | am blank when | pray 

With only a fringe of my mind left 

Whatever time | pray, either at night with light bereft 


Or early hours at the break of day. 


Of course, the thoughts are wondrous sailing north 
Reminding me of days long since taken 
To the paths that are true driving me since my youth 


To the goal that is my own unperturbed even if shaken. 
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| realise now that all the pause was my summer 
Where teasing trees grew all over the mind 
Now winter has come with its bareness and wind 


Surely my halo where | am awakened from slumber. 


Now the break of dawn and sweet song of bird 
Assure me that my summer was a pause 
And my winter is a prayer, its every word 


An unrestrained divine Psalm, without a clause! 
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Ravi Ranganathan: He is a writer, Poet and critic. He is also 
retired banker settled in Chennai. He has to his credit three 
books of poems: Lyrics Of Life; Blade Of Green Grass; and 
Of Cloudless Climes. He revels in writing his thought- 
provoking short poems called ‘Myku’. He loves to write on 
Nature, Life and the human mind. His poems are featured 
regularly in many anthologies. He has won many awards for 
his poetry, including recognition in “‘Poiesis Award For 
Excellence’ of Poiesisonline, Sahitya Gaurav Award by 
Literati Cosmos Society, Mathura, and ‘Master Of Creative 
Impulse Award’ by Philosophyque Poetica. He contributes 
poems and articles regularly for monthly webzine ‘Literary 
Vibes’ and monthly e-magazine Glomag and the biannual 
‘Metverse’. He is the Treasurer of Chennai Poets’ Circle. 
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THE CALL 

You will be called 

when the poem peaks to a crescendo 

and its violins play the final chorus 

and you know that the music will never be better 


but you have to leave 


You will be called 
when the tongue, heart and brain in unison 
tremble on the verge of a perfect retort 


but you will say "Excuse me" and lamely go 
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You will be called 

at the juncture which decides 

whether the souffle or the phulka or the cake 
will rise magnificently 

or attain rigor mortis 

and at the precise moment 

when your onions are evenly browned 


and can take the heat no more 


you will be called when with closed eyes 

you see the truth ever so simple 

standing before you, hand outstretched 

but before you can shake it, the day muscles into your eyes 


and poof! 


and finally you will be called 


when they take stock 


and find you clear of all your dues 
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when you have handed over everything 
you received in the starter kit on your way in 


from the wild hair to a crooked nose right down to your 
blues 


Reena Prasad: Reena R's poems have been published in 
The Copperfield Review, First Literary Review-East, Angle 
Journal, Poetry Quarterly, York Literary Review, Lakeview 
International Journal, Glomag, Duane’s Poe Tree, Mad 
Swirl, etc. She is also the Destiny Poets UK’s Poet of the 
year for 2014 and one of the editors of The Significant 
Anthology released in July 2015. She was adjudged second 
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in the ‘World Union Of Poets’ poetry competition, 2016 and 
won an award for poetry in 2016 As ‘You Like It 
International Poetry Contest’, commemorating the 400th 
anniversary of Shakespeare. She won the Reuel 
International Prize for poetry, 2018. 
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YOU RETURNED 
(A lonely angel) 
You returned 
And saw nothing 
Except a shadow 


Without the man! 


You read my words 
But no longer 
Found yourself 


Behind them, 
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| spoke to you 
Loud and clear 


But you refused to hear! 


Absent in my dreams, 
Out of my heart, 

| can only hear 

The echo of the wind 
And if | see you, 

lam very sure 

That | wouldn’t 
Recognize you at all 


Since your mask fell off! 


A new love 
Has arrived 
And taken your place 


In the colorful spring, 
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Not false promises 


Or make believe! 


No more, no less 
Of what | expect, 
Now | feel blessed 
While you became 


A lonely angel! 
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Romeo della Valle: Born in a beautiful island named 
Quisqueya or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish 
parents and coming to America very young with a goal, 
mainly, to succeed in life and be happy. | am a man with a 
Vision and a clear mission: 'To spread my message of Love 
an Peace throughout the World and if my poetry can touch 
a single soul in the World, then | would gladly die leaving 
my clear footprints behind! 
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OWL WISE 
swinging pendulum head 
scanning owl wise 


in creak-less night tree 


its night vision goggles 
and double-dip talons 


perched and ready; 
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an envelope of once-downy 
wing feathers 


sealing shut over unsuspecting 


mouse fields. 


Ryan Quinn Flanagan: Ryan is a Canadian-born author 
residing in Elliot Lake, Ontario, Canada with his wife and 
many bears that rifle through his garbage. His work can be 
found both in print and online in such places as: Evergreen 
Review, The New York Quarterly, GloMag, The Poet 
Community, Red Fez, and The Oklahoma Review. He enjoys 
listening to the blues and cruising down the TransCanada in 
his big blacked out truck. 
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BEYOND THE TIME 

With thousands of cherry blossoms in the eyes; 
| have waited for you all the way; 

From the moment, you’ve flown away; 

Like willows flowers moving in the wind 


You've floated away from the foliage of my mind. 
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Winter has come to cool-up my mind 
But it was boiling behind. 

The aroma of spring was not enough to 
Equate the fragrance of your presence 
The brightness of your face; 

And glittering of your eyes 

Was much brighter than that of 


Summer shine 


Autumn colours found as faded gray 
Before your splendid thoughts 


And awesome acts. 


Oh, my beloved; 
No season could turn my attention 
From your florescence memories 


That blossomed in the depth of my heart. 
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Saleem Raza (Saleem Kattuchola): A freelance writer and 
painter from Kerala, India, working in Doha as Franchise 
General Manager. He writes short stories, poems and 
travelogues in various regional language magazines 
(Malayalam), periodicals with a pen name as ‘Saleem 
Kattuchola’, and writes English poems and articles in 
International magazines and newspapers. 
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www.thestatesman.com 


WARRIOR QUEEN 

Warrior Queen, Lady Knight, 
Defending her country from a fight 
Moves as swift as the flowing rapids 


From the peaks — oh, what a sight! 


Long tresses as dark as the night, 


Eyes smoldering like embers bright, 
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Glows like a thousand blazing suns — 


Her aura radiates pure might. 


She is a tigress, she protects 
Those dependent on her, respects 
The rules of war completely — 


She is perfect in all her aspects. 


Warrior Queen, Lady Knight, 
Forever brave, true and right. 
Regal as Durga to behold 


With my own eyes — oh, what a sight! 
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Samixa Bajaj: | am a high-school student from Guwahati, 
Assam. | love reading, writing, dancing and sketching in my 
free time. | am also learning the guitar and would like to 
learn other instruments too. Besides being a regular 
contributor to GloMag (thank you Glory Aunty!) | also 
contribute to my school magazine every year. 
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Pic clicked by Samrudhi Dash during the toy train journey from 
Kalka to Shimla. 


TRAIN 

The night train slithers away 

Its shrill siren receding into the darkness 
The lovelorn beloved, 

Stands on the platform - stoically silent 
Arms raised in farewell... 

Against a crumbling pedestal 

An old woman sits in shock 


For her prodigal son, not returned 
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The ticket collector retires 

The day's savings jangling in his pockets 
A beggar slinks away like a petty thief 

An emaciated street dog forages 

Through an overturned dustbin 

Gradually the crowd melts into emptiness 


The platform now resembles a haunted bunglow... 


The next station pulsates with life and activity 
For the train, about to arrive 

Lumbering onward in the twilight of dusk 

As the train steams into the platform 
Passengers, potters, beggars 

Dance attendance. 

The din and bustle of arrival and departure 
Falls silent again 


As the train whooshes away from the platform 
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Repeating a periodic punctuation 


Of life in eternal motion... 


Samrudhi Dash: | am aé_ poet, novelist, editor and 
motivational speaker, currently residing in New Delhi, India. 
| write under the pseudonym ‘Inara’. Along’ with 
contributions to over two dozen anthologies, international 
e-zines and magazines, | have published till date five solo 
poetry anthologies and three novels and conceptualised 
and edited four anthologies of different genres. My other 
hobbies include crafting, painting and photography. My 
signature words are "Hope, Live, Believe". | my third novel 
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"Letters from A Stranger - A Life Changing Map", a blend of 
a medical thriller with epistolary and_ philosophical 
underpinnings which available as an e-book on Amazon 
Kindle and figured in the Amazon Bestseller List at Rank 10 
in 2021. 


292 


SURGE 

thoughts skip to the other side 
one ice floe at a time 

a little iceberg 

how deep does it go below 
while so mildly skimming above? 
one lifetime to another. 

does it even move when 


my thoughts step on it? 
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but then the surge rises. 
a tsunami of thoughts. 
flooding all that exists 
in the safety of the shore. 
welling of forces, 
cold forces. all that is below the surface, 
rises. 
an ice shove. 


so cold. 


Skip. skip. skip. 

then swelling, the emotions 
rise and overcome 
overcome 

all that is. 


rise and stifle 
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stifle 


all that may ever 


be. 


Sangita Kalarickal: She has been, since childhood, 
wordsmithing and honing her craft in the forms of poetry 
and fiction. Her fiction and poems have been published in 
several e-magazines, and anthologies. Currently, Sangita 
spends much of her free time sharpening skills in her latest 
obsession, haiku. Ever since she embarked on her journey 
as a hajin, mid 2021, her haiku has been published in 
several haiku journals. She utilizes her left brain at her day 
job in technology. Dr. Kalarickal lives in Minnesota, USA, 
with her husband, kid, and her garden, which she shares 
with wildlife, sometimes happily. 
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THE WATERY BONANZA 

Beaks open, 

the birds flitted around with manic desperation, 

myriad chirps of a differing tenor and tone, 

groaning under the impact of the fiery sun. 

There was no fun in cruising the sky in this intolerable heat. 


They beat their feathers; why was the sun meting out this 
heat? 
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Then they saw a ten-year-old boy, 

face flushed, eyes filled with incredulous joy. 

Gushing at the birds, a song erupted from his lips, 
words tumbling over each other in a juvenile glee. 
Blissfully, he sang of the beauty of the Indian laburnum, 


and the fiery grandeur of the Gulmohar tree. 


Then he stopped in his tracks, and gasped, 
as his eyes fell on the empty birdbath, swathed in sunlight. 
He read the dry beaks and grasped their grouse. 


Racing headlong towards his house, he came back with a 
water pitcher. 


While the birds twittered and chirped, he replenished the 
birdbath. 


What followed was a crescendo of chirrups. 


Happy were the birds as they flung themselves in the 
birdbath, 
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diving and jiving at the gift of the watery bonanza, 


darting grateful glances at the ten-year-old boy. 
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Santosh Bakaya: Recipient of the Reuel Award for poetry 
[for my poem, Oh Hark! Setu International Award, 2018, 
Keshav Malik Award, 2019, | am a poet, essayist, novelist, 
TEDx speaker, biographer, and creative writing mentor, 
critically acclaimed for my poetic biography of Mahatma 
Gandhi, Ballad of Bapu. My Ted Talk on The Myth of 
Writer’s Block is very popular. | write a weekly column 
Morning Meanderings in Learning and Creativity.Com, the 
first part of which is an e-book now. My two collaborative 
e-books, Vodka by the Volga with Dr. Ampat Koshy and 
From Prinsep Ghat to Peer Panjal with Gopal Lahiri have 
been Amazon bestsellers. My latest book is Runcible Spoons 
and Peagreen Boats (poetry). 
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SHE WATCHED HIM WITH A SMILE 
Every day she watches him 

Passing by on the parallel 

Road but they never talked 


Even a single word 


She admired him for his 


Well groomed look and 
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Slowly she was falling 


For his looks alone 


She coyly looks at him 
Through the corner of her 
Beautiful eyes which he 
Never noticed as he was 
Busy writing a poem 

On war and peace sitting 


Under the moonlight glow 


A time had come that she 
Wanted to pour her heart 
Out but She had some 


Hesitation how to go about 


She wrote many love letters 


And tore them one by one 
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And thru them in the 
Fast blowing breeze and 


They landed in his lap 


Astonished was he to read 


Her letters and felt sad for her 


He approached her and said 
| have been watching you 
Closely and | feel | love you 


TOO 


The frantic romance started 
On arainy night 
When everything was cloudy 


And dark and they embraced 


For the first time drenching 


Their hearts with love 
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Sarala Balachandran: | reside in Kolkata, West Bengal, with 
my family. My poems have been published in national and 
international anthologies. | am a contributing poet for 
Different Truths. | write free verses. 
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The beautiful colours of nature 
The striped majesty of the tiger 
The patched perfect dog 


The swampy muddy bog 


The sturdy strong tree 
The majestic Eagle soaring free 
The never off tune bird tweets 


The brown goat bleats 
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The coloured beauty of the peacock 
The unity of a flock 


Is the kind of earth | want to see 


And with my intention | hear nature say, so it shall be 


— 


Sara Bubber: Sara is a storyteller, writer, poet and an 
Animal communicator. She works as a content writer at 
Heartyculture Wellness. Sara spends time with books, her 
pets and her indie friends in the area! She is a fan of 
Bollywood over Hollywood and less known hindi series! 
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SPLOTCHY WORK 

The only real problem I’ve found 

with growing a long goat beard 

is that when | drink my freshly squeezed juice 
from the large glass measuring cup 

droplets of liquid inevitably get caught in the hair 


and eventually drip down the chin to my shirt 


No matter how mindful or careful | am 


during the process of sipping the sweet nectar 
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the results seem to come out the same 

so I’m simply chalking it up 

to be a matter of indomitable physics at this point 
and I’|l just have to be comfortable 

wearing a few Stains of sloppiness on my chest 


as | venture out in the world 


| guess it’s enough 
to just consider them to be 
manifestations of abstract art 


churned out by the river of life 
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Scott Thomas Outlar: Scott Thomas Outlar lives and writes 
in the suburbs outside of Atlanta, Georgia. His work has 
been nominated for the Pushcart Prize and Best of the Net. 
He guest-edited the Hope Anthology of Poetry from 
CultureCult Press as well as the 2019, 2020, and 2021 
Western Voices editions of Setu Mag. He has been a weekly 
contributor at Dissident Voice for the past seven years. 
Selections of his poetry have been translated into 
Afrikaans, Albanian, Azerbaijani, Bengali, Dutch, French, 
Hindi, Italian, Kurdish, Malayalam, Persian, Serbian, and 
Spanish. His seventh book, Evermore, was written along 
with coauthor Mihaela Melnic and released in 2021. More 
about Outlar's work can be found at 17Numa.com. 
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THE UNTOUCHABLE 

My skin bleeds when you touch me 
| am weak, | may disintegrate 
Carefully, you avoid me 

| dance in the wind and in your mind 
Slowly | settle on your shoulders 
You gently evade my presence 
Hurt, | watch you from away 

Am | that bad? Why God, why? 
You hate me, | cry silently 

In seconds you come closer and... 


You shoot me from the left, right, and above 
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With your priceless black DSLR 

You let the world see this golden monarch 
How beautiful! Billions wondered. 

But |, | saw your love for me in the clicks. 
Happily, | hopped from flower to flower 
Giving you more poses with poise. 

Day of acceptance, | longed for always. 


lam no more untouchable, | say loudly. 
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Shalini Samuel: She comes from a little village in 
Kanyakumari. She works as a content writer at Kai 
Marketing. She loves to write as it gives her more peace. 
Author of three poetry collections she thinks poetry is a 
beautiful form of art, where the poet writes out his/her 
deeper mind and the reader gets a glimpse of it. 
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BLACK STRAWBERRY 
Life is not all sweet and red as a Strawberry 


My love, my strength 


My mind veers from work, my dearest 
| would find a way, which is nearest, 
| am utterly weary of my home, 


To my heart, that is my dearest. 
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My life was wet and was drowning 
| never thought | would fall in love 
My heart was dry, constantly draining 


My life was dreary and dry without love. 


For without you, my life was drab 
Bright is the day | know not, with sunbeams 
Slow heart and painful, as an injured crab 


And the night with delicate moonbeams. 


The willow is shining with golden bees 
And the flowers ablaze with beautiful colours 
But my heart would not see these 


And my mind would be full of naiads. 


It was like climbing hills and mountains 


How hard was it to climb even a step? 
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My life was damp like a limp fountain 


Water from the spout, drip, drip and drop. 


But you found me sweetheart, in time 
| will take wings and fly into the pond you fish. 
My crab of a heart flew into overtime 


You saved me and my heart in a flash. 


Now, the dry sunken jar is full of wine 
My heart is revived by passionate love 
The most cherished and luscious wine 


Is strengthening me with your powerful love. 


| thank you my darling, with all my heart 
My love, you are my redeemer, you don’t know 
| owe you one and you are in my heart 


lam singing aloud with my face aglow. 
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Shankar N Kashyap: | am an artist - author, poet and 
painter residing in Newcastle upon Tyne, UK. | am a 
Consultant Orthopaedic Surgeon. | have contributed to 
various anthologies, both National and International. | have 
also published 8 books so far including Medicolegal, 
Historical, Thriller as well as books on Poetry. | was 
declared “Author of the Year” on consecutive years 2017 
and 2018. 
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FLOWERS IN THE ORCHARD 
Flowers beckoning forth 

Within the walls of the orchard 
Calmness, yet beauty in the gesture 


Notwithstanding purity and chastity in its pasture 


Flowers fragrance slowly wafting 
Their beauteousness 

Hitherto fulsome in praise 

A serene and sanguine feeling 


Spreading through the universe 
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Flowers, a beautiful medley presented 
Fusion of colours soulfully enchanting 
Beauty of which is mesmerizing 


Like entwined souls in the process of rejuvenation 


Shobha Warrier: | am a poet residing in Chennai. | am a 
housewife. | have contributed to a few anthologies. | have 
also published poems and also one collection of a few 
poems written by me. 
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HIGH BALCONY 

It’s a high balcony, | can barely see below. 

It’s a tall building, | cannot just descend. 

Trees brim my eyes with lavish green. 

Creatures catch my eye, roaming the earth. 

Rioting whirlwind waves blue the sky above. 

My eyes squint, peering to find a kindred shape below. 
Cement lines, leaf designs, waterways and earth burrows. 
Animals below, birds above, 

Where are you humans on the ground, show yourselves! 


The wind, a sporty pup, gallops to fetch my voice back. 
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Wind, sky, green fill my heart in a wholesome sigh. 


Who can spot a human from a place so high! 


Shreekumar Varma: He is a poet, novelist, and playwright 
residing in Chennai, India. He is a writer. He has contributed 
to various anthologies. He has received the R. K. Narayan 
Award for Creative Writing. 


www.shreevarma.com 


https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shreekumar Varma 
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WE ARE POWERFUL 

There is ‘art’ inside every heart, 

Do not kill the artist inside you! 

There is ‘air’ in our hair, 

Let your hair loose and do not get tied up old traditions 
There is an’ I’ inside every eye, 

See only what makes you happy 

Here is a ‘should’ in every shoulder, 

Learn to take care of yourself. 

There is a ‘no’ in every nose 


Turn your nose away in unfavourable situations. 
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There is an ‘and’ in every hand 
Accept yourself, then you will never be alone 
There are miles in every smile, 


Try to achieve miles of success with your smile 


Shreya Suraj: | am a mathematician, artist, photographer, 
and an environmentalist. | am the Founder of an art group 
called Anybody Can Draw on Facebook which has more 
than 6000 members from all over the world. | am also a 
volunteer in various environmental organisations that 
organises beach clean-ups and tree planting. | have taken 
part in more than 190 beach clean-ups in Qatar and 
conducted more than 100 art workshops online and offline 
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all over the world. | believe there is only one Earth, so we 
all must do what we can to create a better world for the 
future generations. 
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LET ME BE MYSELF 
Take back everything | have, 
the colourful world, the galaxy of beauties, 


the pompous life and glamorous gadgets. 


But let me go back to that romantic era, 
the era of the of the primitive savage, 
where man was true to himself, 


and lead a life, full and contented. 


322 


Take me back to the world of, 
Gods and Goddesses, ghost and fairies, 
| want to have a romance, 


with all that | believe 


Let me have the mind of a child, 
pure and unalloyed free from 
pride and prejudice, hatred and jealousy, 


| want to live and remain true to me. 


Let me have the eyes to see the world, 


as it is, a touching heart to reciprocate, 


and a beautiful mind to feel every bit of it 
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Smruti Ranjan Mohanty: He is a finance officer working in 
and from Padmapur, Jagatsingpur, Odisha, India. He is a 
multilingual poet, essayist and writer whose write-ups have 
been published in newspapers and in more than 200 
national and_ international magazines, journals and 
anthologies. He has 3 collections of poems to his credit, and 
also blogs at A LOOK AT LIFE, SOMETHING | LOOK AT, A 
LOOK, THE RIVULET, THINK ONCE MORE, THE JOURNEY, AU 
THARE, AU EKA GAPA, SROTASWINI, JATRA, THE JOURNEY 
etc. He has received accolades, and has been consecutively 
awarded the medal of International Faith Poet of the year 
by Destiny Poet International Community of Poets, 
Wakefield, U.K. in 2019-20. 


smrutiweb.wordpress.com 


smrutitanuja.blogspot.com 


324 


A TWIST TO THE WRIST 


Slender wrists with embellished wristlets can be charming 
to behold, 


Looking elegant on the wearer as she dances on, waiting for 
life’s drama to unfold. 


But beauty, elegance and allure being hard to deny, 


Especially when a wristlet sits pretty on a young and 
blushing bride. 
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Engaging in life’s varied bouquet with its inevitable twists 
and turns, 


It becomes definitely heavy when the wristlet sits 
disjointedly on the arm. 


Experiences galore shows the interdependence of one on 
the other, 


Realization of bondage, the vulnerabilities and the frailties 
of age invokes dependence, just like a new born child on its 
mother. 


Choosing the magnificent inventions of Science which 
offers a fresh lease of life, 


Enduring obdurate pain, the thankfulness of being alive, 
makes it all worth the while. 


Commonality and co- existence are the mysterious learning 
ways of Nature, 


Substituting indolence, and negativity with positivity being 
its most redeeming feature. 
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Even when you are told that the burden will be carried into 
the sunset, 


It definitely feels less heavy than the baggage carried, while 
life puts us through various tests. 


Be it regret, unhappiness, guilt, pain or sorrow, 


We learn to value every moment, every ray of sunshine 
with abundance, in the hope and quest for a better 
tomorrow. 
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Someeta Das: She is a retired Professor with twenty-eight 
years of teaching experience from Maharaja Manindra 
College, Kolkata. She is interested in writing poems, short 
stories and travel narratives and has published in Glomag, 
Setu, Woman's era, The Statesman and a number of e- 
zines. 
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A SAILING SHIP 

that sends the mind on a magical trip. 

Is Magellan or Columbus on board? 

Or is it the one which the Chola Kings rode? 
Perhaps | will find Sinbad the Sailor. 

Or imagine a scene with Burton and Taylor. 
May be it's a French galleon 

on a mission from Napoleon 

carrying chests laden with gold 


and silver and diamonds in the hold. 
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It might just turn out to be - don't say you too thought so, 
the ship of Gulliver or Crusoe. 

If lam lucky - am not usually, 

| shall only be too happy, 

to find Johnny Depp and Keira Knightley. 

The sails are up and so is the Moon. 

It's not going anywhere soon. 

Let me take a rowboat for a closer look 


and join the voyages of Captain Cook. 
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Sri N Srivatsa: He is from Chennai but moved to New Delhi. 
He spent time dabbling in fine arts before finding a career 
in banking. He has been singing with the Madras Youth 
Choir for half a century. He has worked both behind and 
on-stage in Tamil, English and Hindi productions of 
Arangam, Yatrik and Madras Players. He has been pursuing 
translation of good poetry from Tamil to English and vice 
versa plus a few in Hindi, as a passion. Over the years, his 
poetry has been featured on television, various magazines 
and in an anthology of poems for children. Four volumes of 
Tamil poems, including two in 2021, by four different poets 
translated by “moi” have been published. 
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SMILE 

An acrostic 

S Simplest way to comport life 

M Melancholy should not exist 

| Instant serotonin-booster 

L Love, Camaraderie and Warmth-all are conveyed 


E Enjoy every moment for life is priceless! 
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| AM PROUD TO BE A WOMAN! 
Labelled inferior 

Made subservient by the structure 
Though | am endowed with nobility- 
Being the birth-giver, the nurturer 
Like a Rubik's Cube is my persona 


| am Sita, but can become Chandi and Durga too 
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Creativity gushes inside my body 

Which | outpour through the pen 

Not merely an object of desire - designed for male gaze 
lam much more 

Yes, |am the best creation of Almighty 


| am proud to be a woman! 
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Staffy Bhateja (Steffi): She is a 29-year-old poet hailing 
from The City Beautiful Chandigarh. She has completed her 
Masters in English Literature from MCM DAV College, 
affiliated to Panjab University, Chandigarh, and is currently 
pursuing Masters in Philosophy at the University's main 
Campus. Poetry and painting are two of her biggest 
passions. As a writer, she has taken part in numerous 
anthologies under various publishing houses and has solely 
edited a book titled "Catharsis" under the Impish Lass 
Publishing House. She believes in the words of George R R 
Martin that a reader lives a thousand lives before he dies 
and the man who never reads lives only one. 
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Capture a friend’s heart 


If you capture a friend’s heart 


The friendship will never part. 
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Stephen Goetz: I’m a published poet from Lincoln City, 
Oregon, USA. My poems have appeared in online poetry 
groups. | have received awards from Motivational Strips 
and affiliate groups. I’m a regular contributor to Glomag 
online magazine. | have appeared in consecutive poetry 
anthology books put out by Glomag. 
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https://www.livemint.com/ 


BUREAU-CRA(C)ZY 

There | stood in front of the bureau 

in total perplexity drat the crats 

which stocked haphazardly drawer to open 


While | stood pondering on the mat! 


| could hear their silent screams 
crammed they were with various things 
All randomly packed like sardines 


Socked socks and gibberish gaberdines 
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My thoughts transcended to another bureau 
Crazy! | stood like a pulsating jelly curio 
Horrified of the endless rounds 


like invisible shackles | feel helplessly bound. 


| am the parcel passed on 
from one counter to the other 
Like a ball lopped hither and thither 


| toss up and down, | bob up and down. 


"Untraceable! Absent! Lunch break!" 
Words resonate reverberate in my head 
| feel it's better to be declared dead 


All over it is of indigenous make! 


All bureaus are crazy 


All mired in tapes coded RED 
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A red flag starts fluttering in my head 
| stand confused which to organise and which to dread. 


Inspired by Glory Sasikala 


ey ty | 


Sudeshna Mukherjee: Sudeshna Mukherjee's poems deal 
with varied human nature. A keen observer, she chronicles 
the happenings around her and writes with a tinge of 
humour. ‘Meanderings of the Mind’ and ‘Melange’ are her 
published collections of poems. She loves 'words' and loves 
to play with them. 


340 


ALLURING FRAGRANCES OF LIFE 

| am ecstatic 

not because everything is perfectly stitched 
in the fabric of my journey 

but for the fact 

| have promised to embrace happiness 

In each ounce of my existence 


elbowing out sorrow from the arena of life 


| have learnt to find my voice 


between whisper and deep silence 
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gather shards from ashes like phoenix 
break free, unshackle, unfurl wings 


with pride and unfathomable prowess 


the reveries of alluring fragrances of life 
even frosted desires and faded memories 
frozen in time 

enchant my core and being 

sensitize the sensibilities 

eternal flow of spring nests on my foyer 
and | Indulge in carefree moves of dancing 
exulting in the sublimity of love 


feeling privileged to be part of the divine soul. 
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Sujata Dash: Sujata Dash is a poet from Bhubaneswar, 
Odisha. She is a retired banker. She has two published 
poetry anthologies (More than Mere-a bunch of poems and 
Riot of hues, published by Authorspress) to her credit. She 
is a singer and an avid lover of Nature. She regularly 
contributes to anthologies worldwide. 
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ONLY MINE 

Some pains are only mine 

Can't share it with anyone, neither | can define. 
| live a lifeless life 


|! work like a machine from nine to five. 


Every night | sleep with a dream 
That my next morning will be fine 
Sometimes | stumble, cry and then 


| watch the rising sun and scorching sunshine. 
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Relationship nowadays a thing momentary 
Most of us live in present 
No past and no thought of impending future, 


They soon wipe away all memory. 


What is called good chemistry 
Where a human itself a mystery 
Where love is a thing to play; 


What a genuine heart can say. 
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Sumana Bhattacharjee: She is a bilingual poetry writer 
from India. She born and brought up in city Kolkata in a 
family of teachers. She has keen interest in music, poetry 
and drama and she loves every form of fine arts. She has 
done master degree in English Literature and Hons in 
Bengali literature. She is a published poet and her poems 
have been published more than twenty national and 
international anthologies, magazines and blogs. She is the 
founder of an online poetry group and a member of World 
Union Of poets. She is very passionate about poetry and 
she thinks poetry is the best way to express your thought. 
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| ALWAYS WANTED TO BE A POET 

I’ve always been in love with love 

In love with pairs of cooing doves 

In love with that pair of budgies 

snuggling up to each other swinging on that perch 


In love with smiles, the setting sun promising a sunrise 
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| have always been in love with ‘mogras’ (jasmines) 
caressed tenderly in the night’s embrace 
each petal parting lips, moonbeam kisses awaken desire. 


| often stand near pregnant bushes, heavy with buds, and 
listen 


rewarded by the sound of each petal unfolding, 

with a slight click, in my language called ‘kali ka chatakna’ 
nubile buds flowering, passionate ivory blossoms 

bathed in the moonlight after summer showers 

night breezes intoxicated, drunk on fragrance 


| call Hypnotique, my alter ego. 


ee | always wanted to be a poem 


re your poem 


aie my poet! 
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Sunil Kaushal: Dr. Sunil Kaushal, an awarded author, a 
gynecologist, trilingual writer, translated into French, 
German, and Greek, has been honoured nationally and 
internationally with many awards. The Nissim Award given 
by Nissim Ltd., awarded by The Significant League 
(International); the Enchanting Muse and Fellow of the 
Regal World of Scribes Award, by The Pentasi B Poetree 
Group; Literary Brigadier by StoryMirror; Stickypins 
bestowed her with the title of Quillmaster; the Women 
Achiever’s Award 2019 by Literoma. Featured in the Limca 
Book of Records as part of the Amravati Poetic Prism 2018. 
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Her poems find a place in The Golden Book of World 
Records. Winner at YoAlfaaz. She was awarded Best Lioness 
President, Asia. She is a Gold medalist in Dramatics. Her 
varied interests and hobbies keep her in love with life and 
active at 76, yoga being the fuel. 
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A PAEAN TO APOLLO IN COVID TIMES 

| hear you play the lyre, some deep spot ina 
Grecian sanctuary; the notes issue from the divine 
instrument and uplift; 

You, the leader of the Muses, direct 

the sisters to reveal the 

sacred truths and prophecies to a 

humankind mired in materiality; things 


that were/are 
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echoed in the Homeric 


epic- poetry. 


The eyes of the 

blind seer-poet 

see you but the 

thread was then 

lost for the succeeding centuries. 

You bring dispel the darkness 

within the devotees. 

Lost and reclaimed by the Keats and Shelley; 

You, the great Apollo, the god of order and enlightenment, 
this post-modern and post-colonial 


song, is composed for you. 
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Sunil Sharma: Sunil Sharma, a writer-freelance-academic 
from Mumbai, India, has published 22 books, solo and joint. 
He edits Setu. 


http://www.setumag.com/p/setu-home.html 


http://www.drsunilsharma.blogspot.in 
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Burn, burn, burn away 

In the snow of forgetfulness 

Burn away all the sadness 

Those crumpled weeds of misplaced emotions 
Flowers of fake words and masks 


Ice, burn them! 


Awake, oh Brede! 


Let the flames of light 


354 


Ignite the blooms so bright 
Blossoming buds and seas of green 
Rainbows of blue and yellow 
Awake! 


Brede: Irish Goddess of fire 


Sunita Singh: She is a bi-lingual poet and writer, writing in 
English and Hindi. Her poems feature in Indian and 
International Anthologies and e-magazines. Many of her 
poems have won awards on on-line forums like Kaafiya, 
Poetry Planet, The Significant League etc. A few of her Hindi 
poems have also been turned into lyrics for private albums. 


355 


She is an active member of Katha Kathan, a forum for 
reviving Indian languages. She lives in Delhi and is fond of 
travelling, music, reading. She finds inspiration from nature. 
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Supatra Sen 


THROUGH THE LOOKING GLASS 
This is beautiful 

Reminiscent of old times 

The polished red floors 

The majestic grandfather clock 
The dusty mirror 

Of Belgian glass 

Lucky owners 


Part of such a legacy 
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Wistful glances 


Over a steaming cup 


They left 

Everything behind... 
Mother and daughter 
For a smaller flat 


Gushed the friendly waiter 


Anything more?? 
But your friend hasn’t arrived yet... 
Then 


Why not another cup! 


Time to leave 


Leave behind 


Everything... 
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So that life 


Gets easy... 


But your friend?! 


The voice went on... 


We’ve met... 


In your story... 
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Supatra Sen: Dr. Supatra Sen, currently Associate Professor 
in a reputed Kolkata college is a veteran academician, 
teaching and researching in the fields of Botany and 
Environment. Her 100 odd publications as international 
books, papers and reviews are chiefly in her professional 
subject. She has edited several UGC funded ISBN volumes 
and is also the founder and Chief Editor of an ISSN peer- 
reviewed multi-disciplinary academic journal ‘Harvest’ 
www.harvestjournal.net since 2016. Her tryst with poetry 
writing began in 2020 during the global pandemic and in 
October 2021 her poetry anthology ‘My Autumn Sonata’ 
was published. 
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in watercolour painting by Suzette Portes San Jose 
(Septon Couplet 2/2/2/2/2/2/2/2/2/-9) 
the shallow spring of autumn runs cold as ice 


trees in yellow leaves awaken the sleepy eyes 


leaves withered and fall to empty the branches 


the freezing waters flow into narrow trenches 
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all seem to hold back for some awaiting call 


hidden beyond the mist of the autumns fall 


the murmuring silent whispers you will hear 


from the falling leaves with whimpering fear 


the coming of the cold winter days and nights 


unseen from afar with our visions and sights 


only a heart knows the feeling in tears falling 


like the autumn leaves into the ground chilling 


a soul out of heavens haven snarled shivering 


and from the freezing breeze stayed in longing 


dreaming the warmth of summer now gone 


beholding the hope destined with fate be done 
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upon earth now and again leaves keep on falling 


and the whispers of the ripple keeps on calling 


for autumns that keep on coming and pass away 


till the last leaf fall on the ground, die, and decay 


363 


Suzette Portes San Jose: She was born and raised in Cebu 
City, Philippines. She was born with a passion for writing 
and living in her art forms. She now has joined 23 book 
anthologies internationally. She is also a recipient of 
multiple awards for her ART works and Literary works. She 
also founded her own Poetry Group of artists and poets 
writing Ekphrastic Poetry. She is also a founder of Artist 
Kids charity project all for free. She is also a Publisher and is 
now publishing her own book along with other book 
anthologies of her group. 
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THE FLAME OF HOPE 

She is the Guardian of Earth, the green Globe 
The Home of Mankind. 

She stares into the starry night, 

A gentle Wind caresses her hair 

before it travels away. 

Sailing over rivers, mountains, 

forests and meadows. 

Darkness deepens and transforms 

the scenery. 


A blood-red Moon casts shadows 
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over the Home of Man 

The Guardian knows her children are asleep 
They choose to be blind and ignorant 

to the fact their Mother suffers 


She is in agony because of wars, faminy, pollution. 


The Guardian has lit a torch, and its light will soread 
all over the World. 

Wind whispers soft tunes 

Hope is fragile - yet powerful 

and the flame will burn forever! 


For The Mother and her Children! 
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Svanhild Lévli: She is a bilingual poetess, currently living in 
Gj@vik, Norway. She is a freelance translator. She loves to 
draw and photograph and spend much of her time in 
Nature. She is concerned with family life, nature 
conservation and gender equality. Svanhild is a regular 
contributor to GloMag. She is published in several other 
anthologies worldwide. Her poems have been translated 
into Italian, Polish, Swedish, Serbian and Hindi. 
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FEMALE! 

All those who said that books suffice for everything 
They did not know a female 

Nor a female’s perfume 

Nor the passion of a female 

They did not know that the sky laughs on her face 
And the sun is jealous of her radiances 

Far from love and tenderness 

The light of their souls subsides all the time 


Only the female 
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A white smiling flower 

With her presence 

Life becomes less dry 

Less lonely 

And less brutal 

A garden of beauty 

Reflecting existentialism 

A female carries all names 

Reflects all shapes 

She moves happiness, dreams, wishes 

And the breathing lungs. 

She embellishes life with her right and left hand 
With a tenderness that surpasses the luster of water 
Her voice and smile shine 

For all this spring to blooms at the edges of the sky. 
How do | expand the meaning 

When the female is anchored in the ribs? 


Before her, love was not created 
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A piece of a honeycomb, 

If she sang, 

She would break the back of sadness in two. 

And if she wiped with her hand the face of the homeland, 


War would lose its memory 


And come out of her stupor forever... 


Taghrid Bou Merhi: She is a Lebanese Poetess, Writer, 
Translator, and Arabic teacher for non-native speakers and 
lives in Brazil. She holds a Law Degree. She is a 
Development Coach at Sawa association for development 
and Editor of AL-ARABE TODAY and RAINBOW Magazine. 
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She is fluent in several languages. She is responsible for the 
Translation department at AGAREED LITERARY and AL- 
LAlLaK Magazine. She has published 4 collections of poetry. 
Her poems have been published in numerous international 
anthologies. She has translated 8 book by poets Arabic and 
Hindu. She is published in various literary magazines, 
journals, anthologies and websites. Her poems have been 
translated into more than 24 languages. 
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THE TRAIN 

The childhood journey by the train, 
On seemingly never-ending rail lines 
Criss-crossing amazingly at a junction, 


Creating wonderment in young minds. 


Squealing over a river bridge. 


Cutting through the green fields. 
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Racing with the moon and stars. 


Leaving behind the electric pillars. 


The sibling fight for the window seat 
The joy in sleeping on the top berth. 
The vendors enticing with their wares, 


The children scared of the mother's glares. 


The coolies in their red outfits 
The shared home cooked meals. 
The search for respective seats 


The pushing of cases with wheels. 


All these have become a thing of the past. 
Have become memories that one will outlast. 
But will come rushing back like the rain, 


The moment you chance to board a train. 
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Yes! | am in the grip of nostalgia 
God, | am still in awe! 
Of the criss-crossing track. 


Hey there train! | am back. 
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Uma Agarwal Bajaj: | have been contributing to Glomag for 
over a year now! And Glory di's trust in me has really made 
my pen a little creative. | am a Company Secretary by 
qualification, a homemaker by choice (since the last 20 
years) and a budding businesswoman. Having been 
occupied with family and kids, | recently realised that | have 
the ability to pen some of my thoughts. | write both in 
English and Hindi and hope to be better myself with each 
passing day. | read fiction, whenever | get some time. Apart 
from this | love to cook and have a fascination for 
gardening (in my balcony). 
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CAPTIVE 

Can you think of the time ages ago 
Cocooned from harm you could go 
Clamouring for ice creams cones, 
Cotton candy and grilled corn 


Cooing to the birds and owls? 
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Calling out to friends 
Cycle bells a tinkling 
Castles of sand a building 
Clapping to a simple tune 


Cavorting under the full moon? 


Camping outdoors in summer 

Cool streams of gurgling water 
Cooking fires put out at night 

Calm stars and constellations bright 


Craving that simple way of life? 


Cares weighing you down many 
Chores, keep watching the penny 
Claims on your time aplenty 
Career calls, family and duty 


Clip your wings and weary? 


377 


Capture that innocent joy again 
Cast yourself in that childhood vein 
Challenge notions of workdays 
Create time for some fun days 


Channel energies into self-care. 


Uma Vangal: I’m a filmmaker, film professor, film curator, 
leadership trainer, Tedx Speaker, Women Wellness coach, 
DEI specialist, yoga therapist, poet and mother. | have 
taught media, communication, journalism, visual arts and 
film for 30 years at leading institutions across Chennai, 
South India and also at Kenyon College, Ohio. Currently, I’m 
on a Fulbright Research Fellowship exploring ways to 
evolve a global gaze in Documentary films. Transnational 
identities, cuisines, cultures and cross cultural journeys 
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form the crux of my work in writing, films and my 
pedagogy. | make films with a focus on humanity and 
humanism. "Dream all you want and pursue your dreams 
since anything is possible, if you set your mind to it" is my 
motto. 
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PLAINS AND SPIKED IRON FENCES 
Translation © Don Beukes 

Part 1: 

Dust and Sand 

A howling wind bites like teeth in 
distant dunes 


He insatiably spits husks and shells; 
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until it tangles in ochre, 


amber and red— 


Bone dry land saturated with sand 
Chalk dusty plains with stone for bread, 
Outcries of dire need 


coiled in incarceration 


He hissed and spits and whispers; 
| stumble in begging prayers 
butt-cheek sucked on an empty breast; 


cup—handed | stand in submission. 
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VaL Smit: VaL Smit is a South African artist and poet based 
in Cape Town. She writes ekphrastic poetry per artwork 
created and uses various media in portraying images that 
she feels fitting to deliver the message of the words she 
pens down. She focuses on the inner turmoil experienced 
by our disconnectedness from nature and each other. Her 
work has been published in various online journals 
including GloMag India, The Chachalaca Review, The West 
Review, The Raconteur Review, Literary Garland and 
Valiant Scribe. 
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EACH SEASON WITH YOU 

Porous veins of thought 

The rambunctious syllables waltzed 

‘Twas not mere winter but crystals on terra 


That had lulled fall to sleep 


‘Twas not just spring but disheveled grasses that turned 
verdant 


Summer no longer lethargic around infernos 
But tap danced in tepid air 
Autumn no longer an in-between 


My verses pirouetting in gold and rust hue 
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For all the lilting lullaby 
One season bid to the next 
And yet meter and rhyme 
My metaphors intact 


A little like my love you became 


My poem for all seasons 


Vandana Kumar: She is a French teacher and poet in New 
Delhi, India. Her poems have been published in national 
and international websites like “Glomag’, ‘Mad Swirl’, 
‘Scarlet Leaf Review’, ‘North of Oxford’, ‘Grey Sparrow 
Journal’, ‘Lothlorien Poetry Journal’, ‘The Piker Press’, 
‘Dissident Voice’, ‘Borderless journal’, ‘Madras Courier, etc. 
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She has featured in anthologies like ‘Harbinger Asylum’, 
‘Kali Project’ and “But You Don't Look Sick’. She has recently 
featured in Fine Lines- a print quarterly literary Journal 
based out of Nebraska. ‘Her cinema articles appear 
regularly in ‘Just-cinema’ and Daily Eye. She was a jury 
member for the ‘All India Poetry Competition’ organized by 
‘Cocoa-Butter’ and also co-edited their debut print 
anthology that resulted from this competition. 
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He endears me to sit beside Him 
my head upon His shoulder 

But His Hands? 

They hold her 

He converses with me 

His Eyes probing deep into mine 
while His Lips seek her 

Insulted, | rise, move away 

He comes running after me 


“Radhe, look at her.” 
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| look 

| see 

her scars 

where life has pierced her 

again and again 

I cry 

He holds me 

takes her — His Flute 

to His Lips 

Neither separate from the other 
they sing 

The lyrics not a plaint of pain and misery 
but of ethereal love 


for me 
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Vidya Shankar: | am a widely published Indian poet, writer, 
editor, blogger, English teacher, and a “book” in the Human 
Library. The author of two poetry books, and editor of 
three anthologies, | find meaning to my life through yoga 
and mandalas. | have received several literary awards and 
recognitions and have been featured in a unique coffee 
table book, “50 Inspiring Women boys and girls should read 
about, Chennai Edition’. 
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THE BIRD FLEW AWAY 
The bird 


flew away 


to wilderness 


The cage is empty 
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A deafening howl 
from faraway 
makes me 


thoughtful 


It touches 
my soul 
deeply 


with uneasiness 


Is ita forced 
indignation 


by nature? 


The night 
is still calm 
and tender 


The sky 
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is blank 


without clouds and stars 


A magic moment 

of calmness 

scarcely appears 
between the storms of 


unawares 


| constantly 

try to find 
something unique 
between 

love and hate 
between 

alacrity and stillness 
But the end result 


always stops 
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between 


grief and solitude 


| shut my eyes 
to feel 


a little stronger 
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M Vijayaraghavan Nair: He is a retired senior executive of a 
multinational pharma company. He lives in Parli, Kerala 
(India) with his family. He is currently the editorial board 
member of Sahithya Samvedanam Magazine published 
from Kothamangalam, Kerala. Being a multi-lingual and 
prolific poet he has written 100s of poems in his native 
language Malayalam and in English. His first anthology of 
poems in Malayalam titled as “Vaakku ” (Word) is getting 
ready to be published soon. Most of his works have been 
appeared in periodicals and social media. 
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REMEMBERING 
| could not understand the meaning 
Of your multi-layered narratives 


And you could not sense 


My unease and helplessness-- 


But | do remember 


Shared kisses in the parking lot 
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And the unclasping of desire on the beach at night 
While time 


Slithered out of the forbidden space-- 


Your hair was dishevelled by the randy wind 
And that was when 


Monosyllables ruled our universe-- 


Ah, | do remember we caught 


The first train home in the morning: 


Our tiredness seeking the embrace of the rising sun. 
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Vijay Nair: | retired as Associate Professor, Department of 
English, Government Victoria College Palakkad, Kerala. | 
taught English Language and Literature in various colleges 
for 31 years. My Ph.D. thesis was on the plays of Wole 
Soyinka. | was awarded the Reuel International Prize for 
Writing & Literature in the year 2016. | was the ‘Critic of the 
Year’ in 2016, 2017 & 2018 at Destiny Poets, UK and was 
also adjudged the ‘Poet of the Year’ in 2018 by the same 
poetry group. My poems were nominated on 8 occasions as 
‘Poem of the Month’ at Poets, Artists Unplugged. Three of 
my poems have been included in the PG syllabus of BBMK 
University, Dhanbad. My short stories have appeared in 
Dynami Zois [Virasat] and The Road Taken [Impish Lass]. 
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DEATH STAR 


By Jayashree Devadas. Translated from Malayalam by Vineetha 
Mekkoth 


In the waves 

of a disturbed sleep, 
a wish-star 

that died untimely, 
tosses about... 

From time to time 

it readies to be born 


as a dream 
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but falls like a night-jasmine 
without a stalk... 

Without wild cries, 
bobbing up and down 

on the waves, 

it disappears 

into the depths 

In the silence 

the cry of the star 


echoes 
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Vineetha Mekkoth: She is a poet, writer, translator and 
editor from Calicut, Kerala. She works as State Tax Officer in 
the State GST Department. She has translated for the 
Kerala Sahitya Academy and has also contributed articles 
for the Malayalam Literary Survey, a quarterly brought out 
by the academy. She has published poems and short stories 
in various anthologies. She is co-editor of two anthologies. 
Her debut poetry collection ‘Ashtavakra and Other Poems’ 
published in August 2017 is available on Amazon. Her latest 
work titled 'Penpiravi-Birth of A Woman’ is the translation 
of the Malayalam poet Girija Pathekkara's poetry collection 
published by Authorspress, New Delhi (October, 2021) 
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